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KNOW YOUR OWN MIND. 


i r is no easy maucr to uiljvist the claims to originality between this 
comedy and the School for Scandal*' Murphy asserts that he had 
written Kaov) your own Mind many j^ctivs prior to its production ; and 
thus much is certain ; the comedy was for a long time in the posses* 
sion of Sheridan before he brought out his play on the boards of his 
own theatrct This iiict, tliough not conclusive, is at least favourable U- 
the claims of Murphy, coupled as it is with the singular circumstance> 
that Sheridan, neither before nor after, wrote any thing at all com- 
parable to the School for Scandal. The “ J>ue?ma" and the “ Rivals f 
the best of las remaiuing productions, are yet fur inferior to this cele- 
brated comedy, and, if report speaks truly, Sheridan himself was not 
slow ill acknowledging the fiict. The striking likeness between the 
two pieces seems to be a result beyond all the possible calculations of 
chance, the similarity is extended to so many points, to indivi- 
dual characters as well as to the general substance. Yet with all this 
circumstantial evidence on one side, «and I have purposely placed it in 
its ‘^'ongest colours, it is scarcely possible to come to a decision. 
Tiii» rity in the t^vo l:omcdics might perhaps be occasioned by 
both authors goii 'r to the same storehouse for their materials ; and, 
in truth, the germ uf either play is to be found in the miscellaneous 
prose ' '’<1 of the eliler Colman; that Sheridan looked Into this 

Jatt** ' beyond a question, for he has borrowed two or thro«^ 

vci, as from Colman, though he has clothed them in his 

own i . peculiar language. Critical justice has seldom been 

done to 'Inow your own Mind;" because it is inferior to its bril- 
liant prototype, the general voice has been too apt to condemn it as 


wr>rth nothing ; whereas, it is by fai the best eomedy that Murphy 
over wrote, and this is no slight praLse, consideiinf!: th .t ho is the an 
thor of All in the Wrong and ** Tiu Way fn l\np Him’* Th* 
dialogue is loss epigrainatic than the didlogiie ot “ 7'h Sittohl t( 
Seatiflaly' but what it loses thereby in pungency, it pains on the otlioj 
hand in its approximation to the language of common lile ; tlie chara 
ters speak the real dialect of the world, or at least only dilft r from n 
by that i^&perior degne of polish and correctness uhich i^ recpiisite loi 
tlie purposes of the di.inia; it i*- that slight coloiiiinp beyond iiatun 
uhich the paintir is compelled to giw to his portrait lor ellect, and 
uhieh, houever false in itself, is yet true in its results 

In n‘u»ard to plot, this comedy is perhaps tlie lust of tliemodtin 
rnglish Diama, notwithstanding the excellent scieen-sume in the 
School for Scandal, which, with all its brilliants , liable to one de- 
Cided objection The atreeu is placed before the window, because J*!- 
seph’s ojipositc neighbour is a maiden lady of so cm ions a tenii)ei,'’ 
and yet it is between the screen and this ^ery wimkwv that dost ph 
]»laces Lad) Tea/lc, directly exposed to the I'ryiup eyes ol the niai ]*.n 
lady with the “ turious temper;” if it were an object of so miuh impoi t 
tince that ilie old maid should not see Sir Fetcr’s wiA in the room, » 'i 
a \ .sitor, of how ninth more hnjiortance was it, that she should md 
sc hei in thfit avt^lvward position, concealed heliind a sciei n ' It wlhiI I 
be difficult to ])oint out a blunder of this magnitiulc in Murphy’s co- 
medy. 

“ yon) on n MiniV has bcmles a decided advantage in le- 

niale charactei s Lady Bell and Lady Jane ai e, ev en sejiarat i ly con •'i- 
dcied, fai sapeiior to Maiia. It has indeed been asseib’d, that tins 
tliaracter was nilinilely more prominent in the authoi’s oi.uin.ji 
sKetili, blit that he letluced it to its present slate, heiaiise the actiess 
into who'.e hands the part iiiiist inevitably f 11, was unetpial to its pei 
lormante This may be true, but it has iiiflicknl an incmable wsmiid 
upon Sheridan's brilliant w ork As the mailer now stands. C'lailc s ami 
Maria nevei come in contact through the wdiole progress of the 
and the ihaiacWi of M.iria is, in consequence, lliiiig co' 'tely into 
•sliadow ; sln‘ is ( \eu inferior to the mild and tendei Ne\ i who )et 
with Miirpli) is but a sort of relief to the broad caricature and ’ illiant 
(oloiiring ot Millainour, Dashwould and Lady Bell 

Theie is some little tailing ofl’ from piopriety lowauls the end ot 



m 


tins dneiLin,^ piece , the charactii dep-^it some wliat fioin then nuh 
ydiiftl nritiius to bung about iplt isuitc itistiopht, and ut ill rathti 
tc > abrupt iii tlieii icfoiins This, however, is ilways the most difti- 
(ult pnrt of m iiithor s task, ind pcibips no diam^tist txeepting 
Siiaivspearc h is c\ei fairly compured it When at the conclusion ( i 
the 1/ jrt/ H n fs o/ Mastei Inook lays aside his je^iJousy, 

I halsti/1 gnes up his schemes upon the ivomen, their rtal ebsposi 
1 ous ail b) no means cliingcd, the men ire pritiselj the ^imc as it 
fhe oiiLset of the piece, though tliey aic leted upon !>> e lu um>^ttntes 
Put this IS by ho means the eise with Murphy , Sir Ilurn rises il enc 
himselt, Dashwould bee onus a monlist, ind Millaiiioin is suddenly 
r ( f >1 med into sfe adiness all tint ii< midehip])) are made so it the 
t\l)ense of then eonsi'-teney , M ilvil and Mis Broinlij, who in elis 
iiussed to eontempt and dis ippointmcnt, are the only thiiacUis tOdt 
nl as they he^in, and pieserve then eilouiu unelmiipcd and im 
I incUahlc to the 1 ist 


PROLOG LE. 

t.POK^^ BY MR IC\MS 

rfiKOini the wide ti lets of lif^., in eierv tr uk, 
VVhiit nuinbeis tod with ficulties decay d 
Woni enit Mt e ip,er — in the i lee they run, 

' ud ne\erlciin — \/iuni)ioiei to hive done 
V t leid >1 pi oofs '* Bv n iiithors do the s^me, 
\n 1 1 ill e 1 III in (It SI t, decline in time 
i iA( g mu sit IS thiive at lust, then bolder glow, 

Vn i h izard ill upon one tie o i ite throw 
f h)s ti nth to ft 1 1 , pe i h ips too much inclin’d, 

(Jur 11 ird, long li itkney d, trembles there he hind, 
I (st he should piove — mother larusA d mimf 
I on ha^- nliy i un hid, suppiess d by le ii s, 
Biyt nr aes iijJe, ahoit mnt i/ian ' 

d 1 onies, — tis the plain simple tiutli, 

/ il 11 ) inswei tor Ins sms of youth 

i h pit 1 e^y oil 11 snv , should now peifection be n , 
Ml t V ho c ill rtacl it after ill his c irt ^ 




PROLOGUE. 


/le paints no monsters for ill-judg'cJ applause 
Life he has view'd, and from that source he dra vs 
Here arc no fools, the Drama’s standinpr jest ' 

And Wclchmm now, Aorth liritnm too may rest 
Hibernia* % W7is shall here excite no wonder, 

Nor shall St, Patrick lilush to hear them bluinler 
By other arts he strives youi taste to hit, 

Some plot, some character — he hopes, some wit 
And if this piece should please you like the past, 

Ye Bi other Bards ! forgive him — ’tis his List. 

Lost arc the friends who lent their aid before ; 

Rosrias retires, and Bairy is nomoic. 

Harmonious Barry I with w'hat varied ait 
His grief, rage, tenderness assail’d the heart *' 

Of plaintive Otxi ay now no more the boast I 
And Skakspeart grieves for his Othtllo lost. 

Oft on this spot the tuneful swan expir’d, 

AVarbling his grief you listen, and admir’d. 

’Twas then but fancied woe; now ev’ry Muse, 

Her lyre unstning, with tears his urn bedews. 

From this night’s scenes e’en Wood\vard too is fled, "J 
Sti etch’d by pale sickness on his languid bed, > 

Nor can Thalia raise her fd\ouiite’s * head. ^ J 

For them our Author lov’d the talc to weave ; 

He feels tlieir los° ; and now he takes his leave ; 

Secs new performers in succession spring. 

And hopes new poets will expand their wing. 

Beneath your smile his leaf of lam el giew ; 

Gladly he’d keep it, — for ’twas giv’n hy you. 

But if too w eak his art, if wild his aim, ^ 

On favours past he builds no idle claim • 

To you once more he boldly dares to trust ; 

Hear, and p|^Ounee, — he knowA you will be just. 

* Wo6^ward was to have played the part of Dashwo^ M ; in Ins last 
illness he lamented to the author, that he could not close hi. thcjtnc.il 
life with that character; he died a few weeks after the play a^ pcaied , 
for years the life of the comic scene, and in his end regretted as ,i v oi 
thy and an honest man. 



CojEittime 


MILLAMOUR. 


Iiown coat, White waistcoat, and breeches. 


iluc coat, — *])id 


Irecn coat, — ibid. 


DASHWOULD. 

SIR H. LOVEWir. 

CAFIAIN BYGROVE. 


Hue regimental coat, — ihid. 


MALVIL. 

lack coat, white waistcoat, and black breeches. 


SIR J. MlLL\MOlJR. 

lack velvet coat and breeches, and embroidered waistcoat. 
BYGROVE. 

Iiddle-aged gentleman’s suit 

CHARLES. 

ivciy wliite jacket, while waistcoat, and breeches 


LADY JANE. 

liic muslin dress, trimmed with satin; white satin under dies* 
LADY BELL 

mk muslin dress, trimmed t?u same. 

r 

MRS. BROMLEY 

ellow satin dress, leiio drapery, trimmed with lace 

MISS NEVILLE, 
rey cloth die* , trimmed with black velvet 

/ MADAME LA ROUGE. 

I’hitc petdeoat, worked flowers, ditto apron, yellow satin body 



$(r£(onjE; |gle]pt(£lentetf 



Drury-Lane 

C ovent-Gai d( n 


. Mr Rae. 

Mr Lewis 

Dashwould 

. Mr. Harley. 

Mr. Lee Lc'wis 

Malvil 

. Mr Bengough. 

Mr Wroiighton. 

Byfrrovf 

Mr. Powell 

Mr. Aikin. 

Capt. By grove 

. Mr. Barnard. 

Mr. Booth. 

Str John Millamour • , « . . 

. Mr. R. Phillips. 

Mr. Fcaron. 

Sir Harry Lovewit , ...... 

, Mr Penlcy, 

Mr Whitfield 


, Mr Fibher. 

Mr. Wewitzti 

Lady Bell 

. Mrs.Alsop. 

Mrs Mattocks 

Lady Jane < 

, Mrs.Orger. 

Miss Dayes 

Mrs Bromley, • . . 

, Mrs. Harlowe. 

Mrs. Jackson. 

Mi\s Ntville 

, Miss Boyce. 

Mrs Hartley 

Madame La Rouge « • • • • 

» Miss Tidswell. 

Misb \mbiosc 


%imt of Hepctfientattom 


The time this piece takes in representation is three hours, 7'hi^ 
lialf-pncc commences at nine o’Ciock. 

\ 


By R.H.. 

L. H.. 
s.p.., 
U F.. 

M. D.. 

D r.. 

R.Il.D. 
L H D, 


Stage Directions, 

, IS meant Right Hand 

. Left Hand. 

. * Second Rntranee. 

Upper Entrance. 

Middle Dooi 

Door in Flat.^ ^ 

• • • Right Hand Do^u*. 

I . . Left Hand Door 




ACT I. 

SCENE I. — An Apartment in Sir John Millamout^s 
House. 

Enter Sm John, and Bvgrovk, l.h. 

By^. Why then Til marry again^ and disinherit 
him. 

Sir John. Brother Bygrove, you think too severely 
in these matters. 

Byg. Well argued, truly ! he that should obey is 
to judge for himself, and you that are his governor, are 
to be directed by him. 

Sir John. Your system and mine difter widely, bro- 
ther B) grove. My son is of an enlarged and liberal un- 
dci standing, and I a father of mild authority. 

Byg. If I see any thing wrong, 1 accost him direct- 
ly ; look ye, sir, do }ou think to go on in this fashion ? 
Not during my life. I promise you : I will acknow- 
ledge you no longer^^han you prove worthy ! and if you 
canH discern what befitting you, I at least will judge 
what proper on my part. [Crosses to r.ii.) 

Sir John. Well, George and [ have lived together 
as friends. From a boy, 1 endeavoured to subject him 
rather to his reason than his fears. 

By^^. But the consequence of all this^ Has he n 
settlr^ opinion ? a fixed principle for a moment ? 

Sir John. I beg your pardon. I see a person there. 
Charles, Charles, this way. (Crosses to r.h.) 

B 
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Enter Charles^ l.h. 

Sir John. Well, Charles, what is he about ^ 

Chai\ Very busy, sir, a thousand things in hand. 

Byg^ And all at the same time, Til warrant. 

Char. We have a deal to employ us, sir. 

Sir John, Have you sounded him in regard to what 
1 mentioned last night ? 

Char. That's what 1 wanted to tell your honour. 
Last night, sir, as he was going to bed, I touohed upon 
the subject ; dropt a hint or two, that it is now time 
to tliink of raising heirs to himself : enlarged upon the 
comforts of matrimony, and I think with no small de- 
gree, of eloquence. 

Byg. The fellow is laughing at you. 

Sir John, Well, and how ? What effect ? 

CAar. A very visible effect, sir. This morning early, 
my master rings his bell. Charles, says he, 1 have been 
considering what you said last night : I shall pay a visit 
to the young ladies, and, I believe, I shall marry one of 
them. 

Sir John. There, Mr. Bygrove: I am for ever ob- 
liged to you, Charles. Well, go on. 

Char. I fly immediately to get him his things to 
dress, and return in an instant. Charles, says he, then 
tossed himself back in his chair, beat the ground with 
his heel, and fell a reading. Won't your honour get 
ready to visit the young ladies? — The ladies, what 
ladies, you blockhead? — Lady Bell, and Lady Jane," 
your honour, Mrs. Bromley's handsome nieces. Po ! 
you're a numskull, says he, witman oblique kind of a 
smile; stretched his arms, yawned, talked to himself, 
and bade tbe go about my business. 

Byg. I knew it would end so. There is not a crane- 
neck carriage in town can give a short turn with him. 

Sir Joh^. This is provoking. Any body W^th him 
this mor^g? i 

Char. He has had a power of people with him, sir — 
a cofrtmission-broker, to sell him a company in a 



know your own MINft. » 

marching regiment ; the Mayor of a borough, about 
seat^ parliament. And there are several with him 
now, sin There is Sir Harry Lovewit, and — 

Bj/g Aye ! Sir Harry! 1 am glad he is of age, and 
that 1 am no longer his guardian. 

Char, He is with my master, sir ; and there is Mr* 
Malvil, and Mr. Dashwould, and — {Bell rings, r.h.) 
— He rings, sir ; you will pardon me ; I must be gone, 
sir. [Exit, r.h. 

Bj/g. And that fellow, Dashwould ; he is the ruin 
of your son, and of poor Sir Harry into the bargain. 
He has wit to ridicule you ; invention to frame a story 
of you ; humour to help it about, and when he has set 
the town a. laughing, he puts on a familiar air, and 
shakes you by the hand. 

Enter Malvii , R.fi. 

Mai, Intolerable, there is no being safe where he is. 
For my part, I had rather throw a veil over the infir- 
mities of my friend, than seek a malicious pleasure in 
the detection. That’s my way of thinking. 

Sir John. I fancy you are right. This son of mine 
does so perplex me. {Walks aside,) 

Mai, Pray, Mr- Bygrove, give me leave. I am sorry 
to hear certain whispers about a friend of ours. 

Byg, About whom the widow, Mrs. Bromley ? 

Mai, Oh ! no, no ; I have a great respect for her 5 
though I — Pray don’t you think she throws out the lure 
Jbr a young husband 

Byg. For a husb^pd, yes, but not too young a one 5 
you can serve my in^rest in that quarter. 

MaL I know it : rely upon my friendship. But 
have you heard nothing of an eminent turkey mer- 
chant ? 

Byg. Mr. Freeport ? 

Mai, I say nothing : I don’t like the affair : have you 
realljj heard nothing ? Any money of yours in his 
hands ? 

Byg. f 0 1 as safe as the bank. 
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MaL 1 may be mistaken. I hope I am : I was in 
company the other night : several members of parlia- 
ment present : they did not speak plainly : hints and in- 
nendos only ; you won’t let it go any further. His seat 
in the house they all agreed, is perfectly convenient at 
this juncture* I hope the cloud will blow over. — I shall 
remember you with the widow. 

Byg, One good turn deserves another : 1 shan’t be 
unmindful of your interest. 

Mai. There now you hurt me : you know my deli- 
cacy ; must friendship never act a disinterested part ? I 
esteem you, Mr. Bygrove, and that’s sufficient. Sir 
John, give me leave to say, the man who busies himself 
about other people’s affairs, is a pragmatical character, 
and very dangerous in society. 

So 1 have been telling Sir John. But to laugh 
at every thing is the fashion of the age. A pleasant 
good-for-nothing fellow is by most people preferred to 
modest merit. A man like Hashwould, who runs on 
— So ! here comes Scandal in folio. 

Enter Dashwould, r.h. 

Dash, Sir John, I lejoiceto see you. Mr. Bygiove, 

1 kiss your hand. Maivil, have you been uneasy for 
any friend since ? 

Mai, Po ! absurd! [fValks away,) 

Dash. I have been laughing with your son, Sir John. 
Pray have I told you about Sir Richard Doriland ? 

spaie him, sir, he is a very worihy'' 

man. 

Dash. He is so : great good-nati^re about him : I love 
Sir Richard. You know he was divorced from his wife ; 
a good fine woman, but an invincible idiot. 

AlaL (L.H.) Look ye there, now, Mr. Bygro\e 1 

Byg. My Lady Doriland, sir, was always accounted 
a very sensible woman. 

Dash. She was so; with too much spiiit to be ever 
at ease, and a rage for pleasure, that broke the bubble 
as she grasped at it. She fainted away upom hearing 
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'that Mrs. Allnight had two card tables more than her- 
i self. 

-Byg"' Inveterate malice ! 

Dash. They vi^aged war a whole winter, for the ho- 
liotir of having the greatest number of fools, thinking 
of nothing but the odd trick. First, Mrs. All-night kept 
Sundays ; her ladyship did the same \ Mrs. All-night 
had forty tables ; her ladyship rose to fifty. Then one 
added, then t’other ; till every room in the house was 
crammed like the black hole at Calcutta ; and at last, 
upon casting up the account^ Sir Richard sold off fif- 
teen hundred acres, to clear incumbrances. 

Si) John. Ridiculous ! and so they parted upon this ? 

Dash, Don’t you know the history of that business ? 

Mai. Now mark him; now. 

Dash. Tender of reputation, Malvil ! — The story is 
well known. She was detected with — the little foreign 
count — I call him the Salamander — I saw him five times 
in one winter upon the back of the fire at Bath, for 
cheating at cards. 

Mai. Go on, sir, abuse every body. My lady was 
perfectly innocent. I know the whole affair: a meie 
contrivance to lay the foundation of a divorce. 

Dash. So they gave out. Sir Richard did not care a 
nine-pin for her while she was his. You know his way ; 
he despises what is in his possession, and languishes for 
what is not. Her ladyship was no sooner married to — 
what’s his name ? — His father was a footman, and ma- 
dam Fortune, who every now and then loves a joke, 
sent him to the East>J|ndies, and in a few years brought 
him back at the heay of half a million, for the jest’s 
sake. / 

Mai. Mr.Dashwould, upon my word, sir — Families 
to be run down in this manner ! 

Dash. Mushroom was his name: my Lady Doriland 
was no sooner married to him, but up to his eyes Sir 
Richard was in love with her. He dressed at her; 
sighed at her; danced at her; she is now libelled in the 
Commons, and Sir Richard has a crim. con, against 
him in the King’s Bencli. 

B 3 
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Mills ! 1 ishall stay no longer to he7*r this 

strain of defamation. [EJi, l.h. 

Dqish^ Malvil^ must you leave us ? A pleasant cha- 
racter this same Malvil. 

^ He has a proper regard for his friends, sir. 

Yes, but he is often present wheie their cha- 
racters are cauvdssed, and is anxious about whispers 
wliicb nobody has heard. He knows the use of hypo- 
cri^ better than a court chaplain. 

There, call honesty by a burlesque name, and 
so pervert every thing. 

Dash- Things are more perverted, Mr. Bygrove, 
when such men as Malvil make their vices do their 
work, under a mask of goodness i and with* that stroke 
weMl dismiss his character. 

Sir John. Ay, very right; my brother Bygrove has 
a regard for him, and so change the subject. My son, 
Mr. Dashwould, what does he intend ? 

Dash. Up to the eyes in love with Lady Bell, and 
determined to marry her. 

Sir John. I told you so, Mr. Bygrove; I told you, 
you would soon see him settled in the world. Mr. 
Dashwould, 1 thank you : I’ll step and confirm George 
in bis resolution. \^Exity r . h . 

Dash. A good-natured man, Sir John, and does not 
want credulity. 

Byg> Ay, there, the moment his back is turned. 

Dash, Gulliver’s Travels is a true history to him. 
His son has stiange flights. Fiisthe was to be a law- 
yer ; bought chambers in the Teny^le, eat his commons, 
and was called to the bar. Then the law is a damned 
diy, municipal study; the army is fitter for a gentle- 
man ; and as he was going to the war office to take out 
his commission, he saw my Lord Chancellor’s coach 
go by; in an instant, back to the Temple, and no 
sooner there, ^‘Po ! plague ! bang the law ! better marry, 
and live like a gentleman.” Now marriage is a galling 
yok% and he does not know what he’ll do. Ht calls 
hi||M^n Charles; sends him away; walks ^bout the 
roSlii^ts down, asks a question ; thinks of something 
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else ; l^ks to himself, sings, whistles, lively, pensive, 
^lensanb^nd melancholy in an instant. He approves, 
finds fdulr; he will, he will not : and in short, the 
man does not know his own mind fot half a second.— 
Here comes Sir John. 

Enter SiR John, r.h. 

Dash. You find him disposed to marry, Sir John ? 

Sir John. I hope so; he wavers a little : but still I— 

Byg. Po ! I have no patience : my advice has been 
all lost upon you. I wish it may end well. A good 
morning. Sir John. (Going.) 

Dash. Mr. Bygrove, yours ; Sir John will defend 
you in your absence. 

Byg. If you will forget your fi-iends in their absence, 
it is the greatest favour you can bestow upon them. 

[JSiEtV, n.H. 

Dash. Did 1 ever tell you what happened to him last 
summer at Tunbridge ? 

Sir John. Excuse me for the present. This light 
young man ! I must step and talk with my lawyer. 

(Crosses to i .n.) 

Dash. I’ll walk part of the way with you. A strange 
medley this same Mr. Bygrove : with something like 
wit, he is always abusing wit. — You must know, last 
summer at Tunbridge— 

Si} John. Another time, if you please* [Exit, ^ .h. 

Dash. The story is worth your hearing : a party of 
us dined at the Susse^^ — ( Following Sir John.) 

EntJr Ch .\RIES, R.H. 

Char. Mr. Dashwould ! Mr. Dashwould ! 

Re-enter Dashwould, i.n. 

Dash. What’s the matter, Charles > 

Char. My master desires you won’t go. 

* H 4 
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Enter Siu Harry^ R*h« 

Sir H. Hey ? what going to leave us ? 

Dash. Only a step with Sir John. Strange vagaries 
iQ your master’s head, Charles ! — Sir Harry ! going to 
wait upon Mi<«s Neville, I suppose. She has beauty, 
and yon have a heart. 

Sir H. Pshaw ! there you wrong me now ! Why 
will you ? 

Dash. Very well; be it so: I can’t see to be sure ; 
but take my word for it, you will marry that girl. 
Come, ril follow you. 

Sir H. I must not part with you : I had rather lose 
the whole college of physicians. l.h. 

Dash. March on, Sir Harry. — (Twrws to Charles.) 
Did you ever see such a Baronet^ This fellow, Charles^ 
is as ridiculous himself as any of them. [iSarzV,L.H. 

Char. Now have I but one man in the house, 
and he will be fifty different men in a moment. Hurry ! 
hurry ! nothing but hurry ! Get me this ; get me that ; 
get me t’other. A poor servant does not know which 
way to turn himself in this house. 

Enter Richard, r.h. 

Char. Well, Richard, what are you about ? 

Rich. Why a man in a whirlwind may as well 
tell what he is about. Going to order the coachman to 
put up. He intends to change hii dress, and walk to 
the Temple. V l.h. 

Char. What does he mean by \alking ot the Tem- 
ple again? I hope we are not going to take to our 
studies once more. I hate the law : there is not i, foot- 
man in the Temple has a grain of taste. All mere law- 
yers ! They have not an idea out of the profession 

Enter Robert, r h. 

Richard ! Richard ! where is he gon^ ? 

Char. What's in the wind now ? 
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Hoig^ The wind’s in another quarter. He has been 
writing x^^rses as he calls them, ever since the company 
left him. He has torn a quire of paper, I believe, and 
now he wants the carriage directly. T..u. 

Char. Run and order it. I had rather be a country 
curate, than go on in this manner. {Bell rings.) What 
ib he at now ? 

Mil. {IFiihin, R.H.) Charles: — who answers there ? 

Char. Ay, now for the old work. 

Enter Millamour, r.h. 

Alii. Is the chariot ready? 

Char. At the door, sir. 

AlilL Do you step to Mrs. Bromley’s, and — perhaps 
it would be better to — No, do you step, Charles, and 
— you need not mind it — another time will do as well. 

[Exity R.H. 

Char. There again now ; this is the way from morn* 
ing to night. 


Re-enter Millamour, r.h. 

Mil. The sooner the belter: 1 promised Sir John, 
and I will pay this visit. Lady Bell reigns sovereign 
of my heart. That vivacity of mind Quick as her 
eyes, and as unfix’d as those.” 

Char. She is by far preferable to her sister, your 
honour. 

Mil. Po ! you are| illiterate in these matters. The 
sober graces of Lad’, Jane ! — Lady Bell advances like 
a conqueror, and deif(ands your heart: Lady Jane seems 
unconscious of her charms, andyet enslaves you deeper. 

Chftf. Which of them does your honour think — 

Jml. Which of ’em, ('harles ? (Reads a paper.) 

“ I look’d, and I sigh’d, and I wish’d I could speak.” 

Enter Robkrt, l.h. 

\ 

Rob. Captain Bygrove, sir, 

B 5 
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MfL Thai^e# unlucky. I am not at home ; him 
I went out an hour ago. / 

Enter Captain Bygrovk^ l.h. 

Mil, My dear Bygrove, I longed to see you. But 
why that pensive air? Still in love, I suppose. 

[Ejreunt Char, and Rob. r.h. 

Capt.B. My dear Millamour, you have guessed it. 
I am in love, and glory in my chains. 

Mil. Shall I tell you a secret? I suspect mjself, 
plaguily. Every thing is not as quiet here as it used 
to be. 

Capt. B. Indulge the happy passion. Let wits and 
libertines say what they will; there is no true happi- 
ness but in the marriage state. 

Mil. Why I have thought much upon the subject 
of late, and with a certain refinement, I don’t know 
but a man may fashion a complying girl to his taste 
of happiness. Virtuous himself, he confirms her in 
her virtue; constant, he secures her fidelity; and by 
continuing the lover, instead of commencing the ty- 
rant husband, he wins from her the sweetest exertion 
of tenderness and love. I shall most positively marry. 
Who is your idol ? My dear boy, impart. 

Capt.B. There 1 beg to be excused. You know 
my father ? 

MiL Yes, I think I do. 

Capt.B. I must not presume to think for myself. 
I must contrive some stratagem p make him propose 
the match. Were it to move fir«t from me, 1 should 
be obliged to decamp from before the town at once. 

Mil. 1 wish you success. My resolution is taken, 
and with the most amiable of her sex. She’^romps 
about the room like one of the graces ; and deals about 
her wit with such a happy negligence — 

Capt. B. An agreeable portrait, but mine is the 
very reverse. That equal serenity in all her Ways ! 

E it she has, but without ostentation; and, elegance 
elf seems the pure effect of nature. 
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Mik^ {Aside.) I don’t know whether that is not the 
true cha^gcter for a wife. And pray, what progress 
have you made in her affections ? 

Capt.B^ Enough to convince me that I am not 
quite unacceptable. My dear Millamour, I had rather 
fold that girl in my arms, than kiss his Majesty's hand 
for the first regiment of guards. 

Mil. I am a lost man, I shall most positively marry. 
We will wonder at each others felicity; and be the 
envy of all our acquaintance. 

Efit^r Dashwouj n, l.h. 

Dash, {drosses to Centre.) I am as good as my word, 
you see. Most noble Captain, your father was here this 
morning. A good agreeable old gentleman, and about 
as pleasant as a night mare. Millamour, whom do you 
think I met since I saw you? 

Mil. Whom ? 

Dash, Our friend Beverley, just imported from Pa- 
ris, perfectly frenchified, and abusing every thing in 
this country — Oh ! there is no breathing their En- 
gli^h atmosphere. — Roast beef and liberty wdll he the 
death of me.” 

Mil. Ha, ha ! poor Beverley ! I saw him last sum- 
mer, at Paris, dressed in the style of an English fox- 
hunter : he swore there was not a morsel to eat in their 
country, and kept an opera-singer upon beef-steaks 
and oystcr-sauce. 

Dasih. He has done his country great honour abroad. 

Capt. B. He will settle at home now ; he is going 
to be married. 

hear he is in love, and much good 
may him. 1 wish I may die, if T know so ridicu- 
lous a thing as love. — My life ! — My soul ! — Hybla 
dwells upon her lips; extasy and bliss! blank verse 
and pastoral nonsense !” In a little time, the man 
wonders what bewitched him ; an arm chair after din- 
ner, and 9 box and dice till five in the morning,* make 
all the comforts of his life. 

B (> 
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MiL Very tine ! Love is a ridiculous passiiHi in« 
deed, / 

Capt. B. Do you take up arms against me ? But a 
moment since, just as you came in, he wa#* acknow- 
ledging to me — 

mil. No, not I, truly; I acknowledge nothing. 
Marriage is not to my taste, I promise you. The 
handsome wife! — she is all affectation ; routs, drums, 
hurricanes, and intrigue 1 

^ Bash. And the ugly I she makes it up with good 
sense ; pronounces upon wit ; and talks you dead with 
maxims, characters, and reflections. 

MU. And the woman of high biith, she produces 
her pedigree, as her patent for vice and folly, Se- 
ven’s the main,” and away goes your whole fortune. 

Capt.B. Mere common place. 

Dash, And the tender maukin ! she doats upon you. 
‘‘Don’t diink any more, my dear; you’ll take cold 
near that window, my love; pray don’t talk so much ; 
you’ll flurry your spirits.” — And then kisses you be- 
fore company. 

MU. So it is. Ha, ha, ha ! {Both laugh,) 

Capt. B. You play finely into one another’s hands. 

Mil. Now mark the champion of the sex I 

Dash. Yes; he’ll throw down the gauntlet for ’em, 

{Both laugh.) 

Capt. B. Nay, decide it your own way. Since jou 
won’t hear, gentlemen, there is a clear stage for you. 

Dash. Fare ye w'ell, most noole captain. A fa- 
cetious companion I did you ever hear him say any 
thing ? ^ 

Mil. He IS in for it: and my father ‘\»cujd fain 
reduce me to the same condition with one of^^Mrs. 
Bromley’s nieces. A good fine woman, Mrs. Bromley ! 

Dash. Has been ! Were she now to rub her cheek 
with a white handkerchief, her roses and lilies would 
go to the clear starcher. 

Mil. Ha, ha! and yet she sets up for the lival of 
her nieces. 
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D&fA. The young ladies are pretty Wfill in their way 
too, L^/ly Bell has a brisk volubility of nothing, tliat 
she plays the pretty idiot with : and Lady Jane, a sly 
piece of formality, ready to go post for Scotland^ witn 
the first red-coat that asks her the question. We all 
dine at the widow’s to-day, are you to be with us ? 

Mil. Yes, to meet you : the party will be diverting. 

Dash, Observe old Bygrove. He pronounces with 
rigour upon the conduct of others, and hopes his own 
follies lie concealed. His whole struggle is to escape 
detection. Mark him with the widow: you will see 
him sighing for his deceased wife and Mrs. Bromley’s 
charms at Jhe same time. One eye shall weep for the 
dead, and the other ogle the living. 

Mil- Ha, hd ! — And then Malvil laying siege to 
Miss Neville ! 

Dash, Miss Neville is the best of them. Mrs. 
Bromley has taken her into her house, as a poor rela- 
tion, whom she pities; and her pity is no more than 
the cruel art of tormenting an unhappy dependant 
upon her generosity. 

Mil. But she has generosity. She has promised 
Miss Neville a fortune of five thou'^and pounds 

Dash. And so the hook is baited for Malvil. The 
widow flings out that snare, to counteract Sir Harry. 

Mil. Sir Harry! 

Dash. Yes; he is in love with Miss Neville; and 
the best of the story is, he is afraid 1 shall think him 
ridiculous. If 1 s^y the word, and promise not to 
laugh at him, he breaks his mind at once. Miss Ne- 
ville sees oleaily that he admires her, and of course 
will never list en ^ **6 Malvil. The self-interested de- 
signs ofrtiiaclell^ shall be disappointed. 

MH. Admirable! thou art a whimsical fellow. Come, 
“TilEittend you. A pleasant group they are all together. 
It is as you say. 

Our passions sicken, and our pleasures cloy ; 

• A fool to laugh at, is the height of joy. 

[Exeunt^ l h. 


END OF ACT I. 
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ACT H. 

SCENR I.— ^ Room in Mrs. Sromhp’s House. 

Enter Mbs. Bromlky and Miss NBVii.r.B, R.ii. 

Mrt. B. Why, to be sure, Neville, there is sorne- 
Ihing in what you say: one is so odd, and so I don’t 
know how in a morning. 

Miss N, Certainly, madam ; and then people of 

? our turn, whose wit overflows in conversation, are 
iable to waste of spirits, and the alteration appears 
sooner in them, 

Mrs.B. So it does: you observe very prettily upon 
things. Heigho ! I am as faded as an old lutestring 
to-day. 

Miss N. No, indeed, madam, you look very tole- 
rably, considering. 

Mrs, B, {/iside,) Considering ! she grows pert, I 
think. — I am glad you think me not altogether in- 
tolerable. 

Miss N, Ma’am ! 

Mrs^ B, Tolerably ! she is Lady Bells prime agent. 
{Aside,) Has Sir Harry given you hopes lately? 

Miss N. Sir Harry ! I really don't understand why 
he is mentioned. 

Mrs. B, Do you think it will be a match ? And 
have you made up your quarrel wrtji Lady Bell ? 

{Sits dotm.) 

Miss A^. The sweetness of her disposition recon- 
ciles every thing. V 

Mrs. B, And is Millamour recoricifece ito Lady 
Bell ? 

Miss N. There was only a slight mistake which 1 
explained. 

Mrs, B, Oh ! you explained ? that was prudently 
iNej I am glad to hear this : and do you think he 
oves her ? Tell me, tell me all. Why, why do you 
loves her ? 



KW€W YOUR OWN Iff 

Mi^s jV. He cannot be insensible of her merit; and 
the othfc'^ ,(lay he asked me if you were likely to approve 
of his proposing for Lady Bell. 

Mrs. B. And you told him.— Well !-^what did you 
tell him ? 

Miss N. That you, no doubt, would be ready to 
promote the happiness of so amiable a young lady. 

il/rj. jB. You told him so ^ (iZim and walks to h.h.) 
And so you are turned match-maker ? you busy your- 
self in my family ! — Hey ! — Mrs Start-up ! you are 
dizened our, I think; my wardrobe has supplied you. 

Miss N. Youi pardon, ma’am; 1 had these things 
in the couijlry, when you first shewed so much good- 
ness to me. 

Mrs. B {Crosses to R h.) What airs 1 you know I 
hate to see creatures give themselves airs. Was not 
I obliged to provide you with every thing ^ 

Miss N. You ha\e been very kind; I alwajs ac- 
knowledge it. 

Mrs. B. Acknowledge it ! .Does not every body 
know it ^ 

Miss N. Yes, ma’am, I dare say every body does 
know it. 

Mrs. B. That’s maliciously said : I can spy a sneer 
upon that false face. You suppose I have made my 
brags. That’s what lurks in your ambiguous meaning. 
I deserve it: deliver me from poor relations. 

Miss N. {Aside.) Now the storm begins ! -2-1 am 
sure I have said nothing to offend you. 1 am helpless, 
it is true, but your relation, and by that tie a gentle- 
woman still. 

Mrs. B. I you a gentlewoman. Did not J 

take yoi’* up in tEe countiy, where you lived in the par- 
sona^^fc-house, you and your sister, with no other com- 
pany to converse with, than the melancholy tomb- 
stones, where you read the high and nnighiy characters 
of John Hodge, and Deborah his wife ? While your 
father’s miserable horse, worn to a shadow with car- 
rying double to the next market-town, limped about, 
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with a dull ttms^begging eye in quest of the wrolched 
sustenance! that grew thriftily between the^ graves ? 
Did not I take you out of your misery ? 

Miss JV. You did, ma'am. {In a softened tone.) 

Mrs. 3, Did not 1 bring you home to the great 
house ? 

Miss N. You did, ma'am. {fVeeps aside.) 

Mrs. And I am finely thanked for it. Warm 
the snake, and it will turn upon you. {Crosses to i\.h,) 

MissN. I cannot bear to be insulted thus ! [Aside,) 

Mrs. Bn So! your spirit is humbled, is it ^ 

Miss M. Give me leave to tell you, madam, that 
when people of sqperior fortune, whom Providence 
has enabled to bestow obligations, claim a right, from 
the favours they confer, to tyrannise oxer the hopej 
and fears of a mind in distress ; they exercise a cruelty 
more barbarous than any in the whole history of hu- 
man malice. 

Mrs. B. Is this your gratitude ? 

Miss L could be thankful for happiness, if you 
permitted me to enjoy it : but when 1 find myself, un- 
der colour of protection, made the sport ot every sud- 
den whim; I have a spirit, madam, that can distinguish 
between real benevolence, and the pride of riches. 

( ?eps.) 

Blrs, B. I fancy I have been too violent. After all 
this sour, I must sweeten her a little. {Aside.) Come, 
dry up your tears; you know Pm goodnatured in the 
main ; 1 am only jealous that you don’t seem to love me. 

Miss JV. Were that left to my own heart, every 
princij)le there would attach me to you. But to be 
dunned for gratitude — 

Mrs. B. You are right; the observaiW^s very 
just : 1 am in the wrong. — Come, let us be IneKds, I 
have a great regard for you, Neville. — {Crasses‘ to 
L II.)— The creature should visit with me, only she 
looks so well. {Aside ) — How 1 did not I hear Mr. Mal- 
YITs voice ^ yes, it is he ; I am visible; 1 am at home ; 
Ifliew him iu. Walk in, Mr Malvil. 
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If 


Enter Malvil, l.h. 

Mat. To a person of sentiment, like you, madam, a 
visit is paid with pleasure. 

Mrs.B, You are very good to me Neville, do 
you step and bring me the letter that lies upon my 
table, — [Exit Miss Neville^ r.h.] — I am obliged 
to go out this morning, — {Smiles at She 

looks mighty well ; I have been speaking for you : 
our scheme will take. Sir Harry will not be able to 
rival you; she will be your reward for all your services 
to me. 

Mdl* Your generosity is above all praise, and so I 
was saying this moment to Mr. Bygrove : he is coming 
to wait oil you. 

Mrs, B. That’s unlucky : I wanted to have some 
talk with you : well, have you seen Millamour ? 

MaL Yes, and find him apt : I have hopes of suc- 
ceeding. 

Mrs, B, Hush ! — not so loud ! — you think me mad, 
I believe May I hazard myself with that wild man ^ 

Mai, Your virtue will reclaim him. 1 Jmve a friend- 
ship for Millamour, and that is my reason for counter- 
acting the designs of my friend Bygrove. — Mr, By- 
grove has desired me to speak favourably of him to 
your ladyship. 

3Irs, B. Oh! but he kept his last wife mewed up 
in the country; 1 should certainly expire in the 
country. 

MaL He is a very worthy man. I am sorry to see 
some oddities in him^ but that is very common in life. 
Vices alwav« ’•-o.Asr upon virtues, Dashwould says, — 
but the;’'w‘s no believing his slander ; — he says Mr. By- 
s sorrow for his deceased wife, is all a mere arti- 
fice, to weep himself into the good graces of another. 
But 1 don’t believe it. 

Mr^s, B, I hear him coming. Do you go and take 
care of your interest with Neville. 

MaL f obey your commands. {Crosses to r.h.) 
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Mrip shall make her fortune live thoi^and. 
Be sure you epettk ip Millamour. G6, go ; success at- 
tend you. ' [fc>«7 Mfl/. R.H. 

Enter Bvgrove, l.h. 

Byg. {Bowing.) Madam ! 

Mrs, This attention to one in my forlorn state is 
so obliging — 

Byg^ It is a favour on your part to receive a lost, de- 
jected, spiritless — 

Mrs. B. I admire your sensibility, Mr. Bygrove. 
That tender look, which you are for ever casting back 
to a beloved, but irrecoverable object, shews so amiable 
a sorrdW ! oh ! there is something exquisite in virtuous 
afiection. I have found a pleasing indulgence in con- 
ten^lations of that sort. 

Byg. 1 have had my trials too. ITeigho 1 

Mrs. B. I beg your pardon : I am recalling your af- 
flictions: you should not give way; you should strug- 
gle a little. Heaven knows how I have struggled. 
I have appeared, indeed, with, an air, but it was all 
stniggling, — [Looks and smiles.) — I could divert you 
this morning. Do you know that your son is in love 
with L^dy Jane ? 

Byg. In love ! has he said any thing ? 

Mrs* B. I don’t know as to that; but I can see what 
is lurking in his heart. He is above-stairs now; I 
don’t half like his choice : Lady Bell is the proper match 
for him, and her fortune is the best. An estate, you 
know, must come to her, by the family settlement. 
You should direct his choice, v*, 

Byg. This comes of his presuming loiKi?Akfor him - 
self. Has he declared himself? ^ 

Mrs. B. [ fancy not; but he hinted something lo 
me, aboiU a match in my family. 

Byg, {%ooAs at her^ and smiles.) Why, a match in 
your has diverted me of late,— Heighoi* — It 

is jhe only thing that has entertained me for a long 
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ilfrX JB. 1 have had my fancies ton. I afaotiid like 
to talk further, but 1 am engaged abroad thia morning* 
Can I set you down ? Will you trust yourself with 
me ? 

Byg. You encourage a smile, madam, 

Mrs, B, We shall be the town talk • but let them 
talk ; what need we mind ? I will just step and say a 
word to Neville. — You should not be too solitary. 

Byg* So my friends tell me. 

Mrs, B, I shall be with youin a moment. ( Goings r.h. 
returns,) Do you know that we are very like each other 
in our tempers ? After all, that is the true foundation 
of lasting friendships. Poor dear Mr. Bromley I — {Go- 
ingy returns') — ft was similitude of temper brought us 
together ; and if ever I could be prevailed upon again, 
similitude of temper must do it. Well, you have di- 
verted me this morning. Here comes your son, talk 
to him now. [Exity R.H. 

Enter Captain Btgrovb, r.ii. 

Byg, Well, sir, what brings you to this houso ^ 

Capt, B, A morning visit, sir, merely to kill half an 
hour. 

Byg, There is nothing I hate so much as hypocrisy. 
I know your errand : you must pretend to be m love, 

Capt. B. I, sir ! 

Byg, What have you been saying to Lady Jane ^ I 
thought 1 had cautioned you against presuming to think 
lor yourself. 

Capt, B. You have been very kind that way. 

Byg, See what b^.comes of your friend Millamour’s 
being left dWh discretion. The ass in the fable, 
gives but. a faint image of him. 

Capt, B, And if I, sir, to avoid his irresolution— 

Byg, You are in the opposite extreme: he thinks 
too much and never decides. You never think at all, 
and sp resolve without judgment* Lady Bell is the 
person I lyish to see you married to ; — go, and pay your 
addresses to her. I will settle that matter for you : you 
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may then mafry the person^ to whom you have M de« 
graded yourseIF» by pining, sighing, love verses, and I 
know not what, 

Capt. B, This is all unaccountable to me, sir. If 
you will but hear me — 

Enter Malvil, r.h, 

Byg, No, sir, no; 1 won’t allow you to fetch a single 
sigh, till I say the word ; when 1 give leave, you may 
then go and sigh till your heart is ready to break. I’ll 
hear no more : no partying with me. Leave the house 
this moment. 

Capt, B, I obey. [Crosses and exit^ l^h. 

MaL I interrupt you. 

Bt/g, No, no ; 1 am glad to see you. Well, have you 
had any opportunity with the widow ? 

Mat. 1 have ; she surprises me a little : she has 
dropped the mask. I did not think she had been so 
eager to marry. We had some talk about you. You 
know my heart ; I am always true to my friends : 1 see 
but one difficulty: she will never agree to live in the 
country. 

Byg, The lover need not dispute that point, what* 
ever the husband may do hereafter. 

Elder Mrs. Bromley and Miss Neville, r.h. 

Mrs. B, I beg your pardon, gentlemen. Neville, 
mind what I say to you : don’t let those giddy girls go 
out in my absence; to walk in the Gieen Park, or run 
to hideous painters, under preter\^e of seeing odious 
pictures, that they may have an interVft#^v«i4^iore odi- 
ous originals. Keep them at home ; I will re^rd your 
pains. Allans^ Mr. Bygrove . — \^Exit Bygrove, L.in] 
—Come, Mr* Malvil. 

MaL Had not I better stay, and — 

Mrs,B. No, no ; come now, you may return to her. 

{ Exit , L.H. 
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{To Miss Neville,) You see that I am tora 
from you ; but 1 shall return as soon as possible. 

Miss N Tyrannical woman! some virtue she has; 
but they are overshadowed by their opposite qualities. 
What does Lady Bell mean by talking to me of Sir 
Harry ? — She does it — I know her goodness — she does it 
to soften affliction, and, if possible, divert a mind de- 
pressed with sorrow. Sir Harry never threw away a 
thought on me. He behaves, indeed, with marked ci-^ 
vility ; but I don’t know what to think of him. I must 
not aspire too high ; no, I have no pretensions. 

Enter Lady Janb, r,h. 

Lady Jane, Miss Neville, I am very angry with 
you. What’s the matter? Has any thing made you 
uneasy ? 

Miss N No : I am not remarkable for high spirits, 
\ouknow. 

Lady Jane, Why would not you give us your com- 
pany ? How can you be so cross? That sister of mine 
js the veriest madcap ! 

Miss N, Lady Bell is rather lively to be sure. 

Lady Jane, But when she once begins, -she hazards 
every thing, and talks sometimes like a very libertine. 

Miss N, The overflowing of gaiety, and good hu- 
mour. 

Lady Jane. 1 wish she would restrain herself a lit- 
tle. Madam La Rouge is with her: she has the sweet- 
est point eyes ever beheld. I was endeavouring to 
cheapen it, but Lady Bell was so troublesome; she 
called me a thousand prudes, and will have it that no- 
thing runs in but a lover. As I live and 

breathe, tlic giddy romp is coming. You must take 
my part. 

Enter Lady Bkll, r.h. 

AIR. — Lady BKtL. 

Yes, Fm in love^ I own it now^ 

^ ,Jnd Celia has undone me ; 
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^nd getf liwear^ IcanU UU how 
yhe pkasing phgue stole on me. 

What would 1 give to liave some miserable swain talk 
in that style of me? ‘^Belinda has undone me;’* — 
charming I 

Miss N. A lively imagination is a blessing, and you 
are happy, Lady Bell. 

Lady Bell. I am so : but tlien I am not talked of ; I 
am losing all my time. 

Lady Jane. Why, you bold creature ! I hate to hear 
you talk with so much intrepidity. 

Lady Bell. Prudery ! my dear sister, downright 
prudery ! I am not for making mysteries of what all the 
world knows. 

Lady Lane. And how do I make mysteries, pray "> 

Lady Bell. Why, you confident thing! Til prove 
it against you. 

Lady Jane^ But what? what? what will you prove ^ 

Lady Bell. That you are ready to jump out of your 
little wits for a husband, my demure, sober sister — 
{Crosses to Centre.) — Miss Neville, a poet is not more 
eager for the success of a new comedy, nor one of his 
brother poets more desirous to see it fail, than that girl 
is to throw herself into the arms of a man. 

Lady Jane. All scandal, sister. 

Lady Bell. Miss Neville shall be judge. 

Lady Jane. Your story is mere invention. 

lAidy Bell. Was there ever such a wrangler ^ 

Lady Jane. You'll not make good your words. 

Lady Bell. {Pats her hand.) Hold your tongue, 
miss, will you ? 

Lady .fane. Very well, go on.Vv ^, 

Lady Bell. Will you have done ^ Now, >mind, Miss 
Neville. She does not want to be married, she says. 
The other night, my young madam, whose tboughls 
are always composed and even, went to sleep as soon 
as we gpt to bed, and then her busy imagination went 
to work with all the vivacity of an intriguing cbamber- 
maid. / 



Jane. And haw can you tell that^ pray ? 

Xday Bell. Out of yj^nr own mouth you shall be 
judged. Miss Neville, she talked in her sleep, like a 
beauty in a side box, and then fell a singing* 

iVb, no ; he is true^ and I believe ; 

He look'd, he sigh'd, he can^t deceive; 

No, no; I have conquer'd; he is mine; 

My heart is touch'd, and I resign. 

Lady Jane. Oh ! you scurrilous creature. 

Miss N. Fairly caught, Lady Jane. 

Lady Jane. All odious slander ; you judge of me by 
your'^-lf. 

Lady Bell. I do so. I mean to be married, and am 
frank enough to own it. But you may let ** conceal- 
ment feed on your damask cheek.’^ My damask cheek, 
I hope, was made for other purposes. 

Lady Jane. Gracious! there is no bearing this. 
What a mad girl you are 1 

Lady Bell. Not in the least. A natural character. 
One would not, to be sure, tell a hideous man that one 
loves him; but when one has encouraged him by de- 
gress, and diawn him on like a new glove, and perhaps 
done him a mischief in the doing of it, why then — 

Lady Jane. What then ? 

Lady Bell. One would draw him off again, and may 
be ask a pretty fellow to help a body; and then the 
wretch looks so piteous, and kneels at your feet, then 
lises in a jealous fit. I take my everlasting fare- 
well ; never to return; no, never; what to her ? who 
encouraged me ? encouraged him ? who promised ? 
broke her promi«efl.^ The tieacherous, faithless, dear 
deluding — then returns in an instant; hands dangling; 
eyes imploring ; tongue faultering : Lady Bell — Lady 
Bell — when you know that I adore you. And I burst 
jnto a fit of laughter in his face. Oh 1 that’s my joy, 
my t^^mph, my supreme delight. {Crosses to r.h.) 

Lad^lane. And is not there a kind of cruelty in all 
-This ? ^ 
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Lady BeU. Oh! your very humble servf'it^ my 
sweet Lady Graveairs. Cruelty! The difference be- 
tween you and me, sister, is this ; you deny your love 
to your female friends, and own it to the man ; now I 
deny it to him^ but among ourselves, I fairly own that 
Miss Neville is not more impatient to be married to Sir 
Harry, than I to 

Miss N. Who, I ? Spare, me, I beg of you. Why 
Sir Harry? 

Lady Jane. Now, now, your turn is come. Never 
spare her, sister- 

MissN. You must excuse me. I am not in spirits 
for all this raillery. {Crosses to a.ii.) 

Lady Jane. You shan't leave us. 

Miss N. Give me leave: I beg you will. I’ll go 
and talk to Madam La Rouge, Perhaps 1 may succeed 
for you. R.H. 

Lady Jane. Well, if you must go. How you run 
on*, sister ! And are you really in love ? 

Lady Bell. Over head and ears. 

Lady Jane. With whom ? 

Lady Bell. Not with captain Bygrove : how alarmed 
you are ! With Millamour, sister. 

Lady Jane. Fix that roving temper, if you can : 
he will be on his knees to you, and the first pair of black 
eyes that enters the room will be through his heart. 

Lady Bell. As to that, I give myself very little trou- 
ble : but if 1 could once catch him paying his adoration 
to me, my aunt Bromley does not rise and sink poor 
Miss Neville’s spirits with such exquisite skill in the 
art of tormenting, as I should hi^. I should use him 
as the men do their punch : a little more sweet, a little 
more sour ; a little more spirit : rftwe acid again ; then 
perhaps say it’s good for nothing; and then, perhaps — 

Lady Jane. What? 

Lady Bell. Sip it up at last, as you would do at first. 
You wicked girl, hew could you ask me such a Ques*- 
tion ? La ! what am 1 about ? 1 have a thousap'! filings 
IP do. / ' 



JBnitef Miss NjivatB iM MA»A')/t^ ||i>i^^ii.h. 

> * S A ^ 

LaEou^ Ah ! my lady 1 Mways $p gf| 
mate no effect upon yoiu Jh f<^ ilH 

de vorl. JEh verite vous e$i chartHiSf^* 

Lady Bell* Oh 1 Madam La RogUe^ yon ^ay atich 
polite things : bat you rob me of aU. Wj money. My 
sister is rich : you had better deal %itb her. Sister, 
youMl be married before me. ( Singe.) 

Noy nny he is true, and I believe, [i^V, r.h. 

Lady Jane. Was ever any thing so crazy ? 

^ {Exit, R.H. 

La Bou. Mademoiselle,! tell yon, persuade my lady 
tq have de 4ace, and you come to my house, me give 
you ver pretty present. 

Miss N* Oh 1 you have a national talent for ap- 
plying a little bribery. 

La Rou. Ah ! Mqmieut MalviL 

Enter Malvii.. l.h.d. 


MaL Maddin La Rouge, I did not expect this plea- 
sure. 


La Rou. It is always pleasure to see mes amis / — 
You have ver good choice — Sir Harry have tasle as 
well as you. Mademoiselle, you are ver great favourite. 

Miss N. A favourite ! keep your vivacity for some 
other subject * don^t make me the town talk. 

La Rou. Monsieur, you lose all your time. {Goes 
to him, and speaks lowJ) You de fortune from 
madam Bromley * Sir Harry will take her vidout any 
money at alL Vat you slow for ? 


MaL Are the apartments kept ready at your house t 
La Rou* De apartment it l^iready. You take it two, 
tree weeks ago, and pay de rent for ftoting—^I leave 
you vid dd lady ; and I go mind mes ajfaires. Bon 
mva tLe* ^ [Exit, i-.H. 

^ I have disengaged myself, to have the honqur 
of_a tferkijng you. 
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Miss *SroWtatt6nll6tt IS thrown away. DW not 
1 heat Mr, MUtamour's voice? 

MdU Yes; he came with me; he is gone into the 
next rbohtt to phy his compliments to Lady Jane. You 
look chagrined^ tyhat has disturbed you 7 

3£t?as JV*. Tllie old story; Mrs. Bromley’s eternal 

whims. 

3Ial, Your delicacy charms me: it has fixed me 
yours. I long for nothing so inuch^ as to see you out 
of her power. They have a strange report about town ; 
people will be talking; the whisper goes that Mr. By- 
grove, amidst all his grief, is slily in a huiry for another 
wife. Mrs. Bromley, they say, encourages him : and 
at the same time has a design upon my friend Milla- 
mour. 

Miss N. The world is not always wrpng. 

Maf, Malice will be busy; and does not spare thi 
young ladies. 

Mhs N. If any thing is said to their disadvantage, 
believe me, they do not deserve it. 

MaL I dare say not; I don^t think they are too for- 
ward. I am sorry to see, in one of the papers to-day, 
a character of Sir Harry, not at all favourable. His 
little follies, his whims, and caprices one does not mind ; 
he may walk in Dashwould’s train as long as he 
pleases ; that only makes him ridiculous. But it grieves 
me to hear that perfidy stains his character, and, as I 
am told the worst of perfidy; the ruin of beauty and in- 
nocence is his ruling passion. 

Miss N. This is very odd : somebody has been at 
the trouble of sending mean anonymous letter to that 
very effect : and why to me ? I am not able to decy- 
pher. 

MaL I don’t like Anonymous letters. In general 
they aim at mischief, but this perhaps, is meant as d 
^ caution to you : it must be a friend that sent it, Mrs. 
Broiqley, I knoWj has no opinion of Sir Harry. HJr 
designs, with regard to you, she does not think Hyfiour- 
able. My heart interests me for you, Yf d f 
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am\ll heart* The plan which Mr$* Bron^leyhas pro- 
posed ! — Hark ! 1 think 1 Millamoiiir coming* Dl 

follow you up stairs. * 

Mias N, Of sir ! you have frightened me out of my 
wits. [Esitf R.H.S,B. 

MaL She loves Sir Harry, I see; and yet sbeslian^t 
slip through ray hands. 1 can set on Mrs. Bromley to 
lead her a weary life, and if I can prevail upon Milla- 
mour to renounce Lady Bell, and marry the widow, my 
business is done. When Miss Neville is heartily tor- 
mented by Mrs.Bromley, affliction softens the mind, and 
I may then decoy her away, and stand upon terras with 
the family. But Dashwould’s wit will fly about. No 
matter : he is a sad scoundrel, and does not mind how 
he murders reputations. So I here comes Millamour. 
1 must get clear of him, and talk further with Miss 
Neville. 

Enter Millamour, r.h. 

From this moment I blot all other women from 
myWe mor y* Malvil, wish me joy. The perplexity of 
chpice iMnow at an end. 

MaL Why, what has happened ? 

Mil. Lovely Lady Jane. 

And yield her charms of mind with sweet delay 
I can’t stay to tell you now. 

MaL Nor will I stay to interrupt your raptures. 
You know, I wish you success. [JExitf r.h.^-.e. 


Enter LadV Bisll, R.h 
Lady B. {Beading.) 

Who yields too soon, must soon her lover lose • 
Would you restrain him long f then long refuse. 
Mil. (Looks at her^ and smiles.) There is some- 
thing commanding in that air of vivacity. 

Lady -B. {Reads.) 

Oft at the door let him for entrance wait^ 

.^here lei him in 

illamour here ! how could you surprise me 
so ? horrid thing ! how long have you been here ! 

c 2 
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MiL Beenj have been — I have bcjfi) ‘»n 

( jihe neit tOQip, paying my respects to your sister. 

Lady BeU: And never inquired for poor Lady Bell? 
i MiL Your ladyship wrongs me. You are doing iii- 
[ justice to your own charms : they can never be forgot. 

Lady BelL I see how it is : the other day you was 
fisted in my service, and now a deserter to my sister ! 

* you are right, you would have been upon hard duty 
with me« 

A/«7. Any duty but a forlorn hope would be— 

Lady BelL Hope! — why sure, yon would not have 
had the intolerable assurance, to entertain the smallest 
degree of hope. My sister, I suppose, has given you 
some hope. Ay ! that’s her way : she moves by settle.d 
rules, and shines with equal light. Now J — I am a 
mere comet, 1 blaze of a sudden ; dazzle for a while, 
then wheel away, and am thought of no more. 

{Crosses to l.h.) 

MiL That gaiety of ber’s is charming. {Aside,) 
The impression your ladyship makes 

Lady BelL Words ; mere words ; — am a 
strange piece of wild natuie: never the sanre for two 
minutes together. Now, my sister, she is a Prussiati 
blue, holds her colour, and is always the same. — I — I 
am a more changeable silk— I shift about, and display 
my wit, and my folly, so curiously blended,’ that no 
body can tell where one begins, or the other ends. 1 
am not worth your notice. {Sings^ and crosses to n.n.) 

MiL {Looking al her,) She has described bersell* 
admirably; without variety, a woman is a downright 
piece of insipidity. 

Lady Bell, Yes, I have my whims. Nfver the sanie 
for two minutes together. Now I love to give a scope 
to folly, and the men say, curse catch her, she pleases 
more, when in the wrontr, than other women when 
they are in the right.’* Then good sense is the word 
and the next moment I can’t Vjeat the fatigue of think-, 
ing won’t somebody write a comedy to dVert 

all spirit, and 1 long to lead up the^aYi 
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ladies y like vafiegdted tulips^ sht)ke 
'Tis to their weakness all their chttrms they 

{SingSj and crosses to L«B*) 

Mil. {Aside.) Lady Jane is mere mediocrity com- 
pared to her 

Lady Bell. Lord ! I run on a strange rate. Yours, 
Mr. Millamour : au revoir. {Grosses to R.B.) 

Mil. A moment longer: you must not leave me : 
You possess my heart; possess it without a rival* 
Lady Bell. Hey ! what*s the matter now ? 

Mil. Do not trifle with a passion sincere as mine. I 
adore you, my Lady Bell; adore your matchless charms; 
thus on my knees adore. 

‘ Lady Bell. Stay, stay ; ^let me see what the poet 
says, (heads quick.) 

Oft at your door let him for entrance wait^ 
There let him kneel, and threaten and entreat. 

There, stay there ; don’t offer to stir. Now put up 
both your hands, and pray, pray, have compassion. 
Lady Bell. \Emt laughing, r.h. 

Mil, She flies disdainful from her lover’s view, 

Yet looks and bids him, as she flies, pursue* 

[Exit, R.H. 

END OF ACT II. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.^An Apartment at Mrs. Bromley's. 

Enter Lady Jank, and Capt. Bygrovk, b.h. 

Lady Jane. And laid his commands unon you tc 
my sister} 

B. Most peremptorily. 

Jane. You have obeyed him, I hope. 

Capt. B. Youknow your powei too well ; you knov 
c 3 
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that I am davoted to yoii^ and that my happinoad de- 
pends upon tha promise you have made me. 

Lad^ Jam. There, that is always the way with you 
men ; every thing we say, is eonstrued into a promise. 

Capt. B. And have not you promised ? 

Lady Jane. {Loohs at him^ and smiles.) Need I an- 
swer that question ? How easily frightened you are ! 
but you have some reason to be alarmed. Millatnour 
has been on his knees to me, breathing such raptures. 

Capt. B, Ay ! — who has set him on ?~what can be 
at the bottom of this ? — And have you listened to him ? 
•—Here comes Dashwould; he perhaps can explain. 

Lady Jane. He will only laugh at us ; and so Til 
make my escape, • {Going.) 

Capt.B. Not to hear Mfllarnour again, 1 hope. 

{Takes her hand.) 

Lady Jane. Well, well, to purchase my liberty, you 
need not fear. I have received his vows, delivered 
with such ardour ! — how terrified you look !— I have 
listened to him, to alarm my sister with an idea of 
Millamour’s growing passion for me. If her jealousy 
is once touched, it may fix her resolution. At present, 
she is as volatile as Millamour himself. 

Enter Dashwoui-d, r.h. 

Dash. As volatile as ]V|i11amour ? what can that be ? 
I never knew any thing that would bear a compari- 
son. 

Lady Jane. What think you of my sister ? 

Dash. Lady Bell has her whims. I left her above 
stairs, in conference with Millamour; he has de- 
serted y^nHayship already, Mrs. Bromley will be the 
next, 1 BII^ : your father. Captain, would grieve more 
for tlpit, than for his deceased wife. 

Z^dyJane. And then Miss Neville’s turn may come. 

Oh ! no. T^^ort with her would be info^- 
IHKy. But a brisk widow, is fair game. 

B. Yes, and it may help to cure my ^th^r 
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Lu4t/ Jme. It would sport, but I despair of it* 
Well, there’s a gentleman wants your advice, and sp TU 
leave you together. [CVosses, and emt^ a.n* 

Capt* Bn My dear Dashwould, you must assist me* 
Dashn What distresses you ? ^ 

Capt, Bn My evil genius is at work. You know what 
my father has resolved upon. Lady Bell is the person* 
he chooses for me. 

Dashn I know all that business ; a counterplot of 
the widow's fertile brain, to disappoint Lady Bell, and 
wreak her malice on Millamour. 

Capt Bn But the malice falls on me only. Why will 
not Millamour know his own mind^ Lady Bell loves 
him; I knefw she does. 1 am thwarted m the tenderest 
point ; what must be done } 

Dashn Do as they would have you* you ensure 
success. MiHamour’s jealousy takes d^re upon the 
first alarm, and while the passion holds, he will have 
vigour enough to act decisively. 

Captn B. May 1 hazard the experin;ient ? 

Dashn It’s a sure card. Take my advice, 

Bnter Miss NaviiLS, R.H. 

Miss Nn Mrs, Bromley’s coach has just stopped 
at the door : had not you better step up stairs, gentle- 
men ^ 


Enter Sir Harhv, r.h. 

Sir Harn Dashwould, you are absent too long. They 
are all as dull as a funeral, above stairs. 

Dash, {^side to Capt, B ) How the baronet fol- 
lows MUs Neville fiom room to room * — Come, Cap- 
tain, ni play a game of picquet with you befote din* 
ner^Mons ! [Eji;it with Capt, J5. r.h.) 

Darn If I miglit have the liberty, ma’am, to — 
Atiother time, if you please. Sir Harry. 
M!^^rHNmley is comitJg; I hear her voice. 

Sir ffar. And you promise me the hearing ? 
c 4 
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Miss N. You are entitled to it sir. I beg you’li leave 
mt now. 

Sir H. I obey your commands ; I am gone ; you’ll 
remember. [Exiti r.h. 

Miss N. Here she comes; and I think in good 
^humour. 


Enter Mrs. BroMx^kYi t.H- 

Mrs, B. Oh ! I am heartily tired. I have been 
paying visits to people who have never been let into 
my house, and who, I hope, will never be at home for 
me. I hate thtpi all, but out of civility, we must keep 
up an acquaintance. Where are the girls? Has any 
body been here ? 

Miss N, Mr. Millamour, ma’am, and the rest of 
the gentlemen that dipe here : they are all above stairs. 

Mrs, B, Stupidity 1 did not I give orders — How long 
has Millamour been here ? 

Miss N. About an hour. 

Mrs. B. With Lady Bell, I suppose — Thou base in- 
gratitude ! and Sir Harry is here too, 1 reckon. Does 
your match go on ? You shall go back to the country. 
I promise you. You’ll be the ruin of those girls. They 
shall have no visitors when my back is turned. I’ll give 
orders to all the servants this very moment. 

{Goingj L.H.) 

Enter Sir John Mix-Lamour, l.h. 

Sir John, To see Mrs. Bromley looking so well — 

Mrs, B, You are very polite, sir. Business calls 
me now, Sir John ; I beg your pardon. 

[CrosseSf and exit, l.h. 

Sir John, Has my son been here to-day ? 

Miss N, He is above stairs with Lady Bell, sir. 

Mrs, B, {ffithm,L.ii,) Miss Neville, Neville, 

MissN, You'll excuse me, Sir John; can 

she want ? [Crosses, and 

Sir John. This visit portends some good> 1 hope; 1 
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shalL^e happy if he has 4ee1ftred himself. I’ll step 
see what he is about. ( Crosses i^o l.h*) 

JBnter Millamour^ r.h. 

Mil Exquisite ! lovely angel ! 

Sit John. Well !— how ! what ! 

Mil. I be^ your pardon^ sir, I am not at leisure ; I 
am in the third region 5 and can’t descend to the lan- 
guage of the nether world. 

Sir John. Then you are in love, George. 

MU. She is a sister of the graces, and surpasses the 
other three^ 1 atn fixed ; unalterably fixed ; and am 
going about the marriage articles directly. 

Sir John.^ They are at my lawyer’s, ready engrossed, 
and only wait for the lady’s name to fill up the blanks. 

Mil. I know it, sir; I mu^t step for them; I have 
it through my heart : I feel it here: lam your humble 
servant, sir. ^ {Going, I..H.) 

Sir John. No, no, do you stay here 5 I’ll step for 
Mr. Copyhold. The writings shall be here in ten ml- 

[Crows, and exit, L.n. 

Mil. The Sooner the better, sir. 

Let those love now, who never lov^d before; 

Let those who always tov^d, now love the more. 

Loll, tol lol. {Shigii,) 


Enter Malvil, l,h, 

Mai. Bravo ! you seem in prodigious spirits. 

Mil. 1 am so : I am happy in myself, and happy in 
iiiy friends, and happy in every circumstance, and in 
tip-top spirits, and — my dear Malvil, yours down to 
the ground. 

Mai. Methinks I sympathize with you. When our 
m^fcO^are happy, the sensation is well called a fellow 

MU. Malvil, I thank you; your turn of mind is form- 
ed for lasting friendship. With Dashwould it is all 
c 5 
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dissipation, and giddy mirth, the mere bubble oV plea- 
sure. To you, I may talk seriously. The topic of tho 
day is enough for Dashwould. I can now tell you, that 
I shall be happy for lifCk But for Dashwould, I should 
have been settled long ago. That fellow has led me 
into a thousand eirors. 

Mai. He has his admirers, and not without reason. 
He thinks me his enemy. Dashwould, notwithstand- 
ing all his faults, does bit the mark sometimes. I don’t 
usually laugh at his pleasantry 5 I don’t like to encou- 
rage him too much : but it must be owned, he is often 
right. Behind his back I cannot help being diverted 
by him. He has a quick insight into characters. 

Aft7. No want of penetration there. 

Mai. He is a shrewd observer. 

Mi/. Nobody more so. 

Mai. If he has a regard for any body, it is for you. 
You are the only man I never heard him speak ill of. 
A match with JUady Bell is not to his mind. He talked 
seriously on the subject. Has not he told you ? 

Mil. Not a syllable. 

Mai. I wonder at that. Lady Bell, he says, shewed 
herself early. Impatient of advice, attentive to no- 
thing but her beauty ! whole days at her looking glass 
— I repeat his very words. — At her toilet every feature 
had its instructions how to look ; but no instruction 
for the mind. And then, says he, that terrible love 
of gaming I — 

Mil, Gaming 1 

Mai. Don’t you know it? I can’t say I ever saw it 
myself. Time will determine her character. 

MiL If she loves gaming, it is pretty well determin- 
ed already. But my Lady Jane, there’s a model for her 
sex to imitate. 

MaL Have you watched her well? People should 
appear what they really are. Mrs. Bromley has been 
very communicative about Lady Jane. ' ^ 

Mil. You alarm me. My dear friend, expl^S: ^ 

M^^To do Lady Bell justice, she is above uisguise.*' 
she has her faulcs, 1 have seen her please 
by^HP very faults. 
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{Smi/mg.) And so have I* Her very ble^ 
fishes are beauty spots. 

MaL No frankness about the youngest girl. It Is 
friendship for you that makes me speak. Her charac-* 
ter is all forced, studied^ put on with her rouge. 

MiL Does she paint ? 

Mai, A little; the prudent touch. I am sorry for 
her. When she is settled in the world, many qualities, 
which now lie concealed, will break out into open day^ 
light. 

Mil, What a masked battery there will be to play 
off upon her husband ! 

MaL Tljeir aunt told me all in confidence. You 
niay judge how painful it is to her. I have known the 
family for some time. I can’t but be sorry for the 
young ladies. 

3IiL And since this is the case, I don’t care how 
iitOe 1 know of them, or their family. 

MaL No occasion to quarrel with the family. Great 
merit about Mrs. Bromley. She made an admirable 
wile, and at an early period. She was but seventeen 
when she was married. 

MiL No more ? 

MaL Not an hour : she is not thirty : an estate in 
lier own right, and the command of half a borough. 
No opposition there ; the old houses have the votes. 
A man may get a seat without trouble. Does not Sir 
John want to see you in Parliament? 

MiL Yes. It would give him pleasure. 

MaL Well, you will judge for yourself. Were 1 
as you, I should know what course to take. Here she 
comes! a good fine woman! a man may there sit 
down to his happiness at once. 


Enter Mrs. Bromlky, l.h. 

-B. Mr. Millamour. — {Curtsies,) — Mr. Malvil, 
what have you done with Mr.Bygrovc ? 

MaL I parted with him where you set us down. — 
c 6 
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{Speaks to her have talked to 

and I think it will do. 

Mrs^ B. Go you up stairs. {Aside to Malvil^ l.h.) 

MaL How charmingly you look! like Lady Beirs 
eldest sister ! 

Mrs, B, Po 1 you are laughing at me. 

MaL Not Ij truly ; I appeal to Millamour. Til 
take the liberty to join the company above.— 
to MiL) — She is the best of the family. [^Exity m.d. 

Mrs, B, A valuable man Malvil is 1 He has a 
great esteem for you, sir. His sincerity is unequalled. 
You seem thoughtful, Mr. Millamour. 

MiL Thoughtful, ma’am I — There are certain sub- 
jects that — what Malvil says is true. — man may 
marry her, and sit down to his happiness at once. 

{Aside,) 

Mrs. B, Sir John has been saying a great deal Co 
me about you. 

MiL Has he> ma’am 1 — There is a circumstance, 
which he is as yet a strangerto— a circumstance which, 
to communicate, will perhaps — it is what I have long 
wished, and — 

Mr^, B, Faultering ! hesitating ! {Aside,) I inter- 
rupt you. 

MU, There is a circumstance, ma’am ! — the affair is 
— my father for a long time — Sir John, for a long 
time — Sir John has wished — 

Mrs, B, To see you married ? 

MiL To see me married, ma’am — and — he has — he 
has wished it much. — And a settlement, by way of 
jointure, — long ready for the lady’s name — that is— any 
lady, who shall honour me with her affection — and — 

Mrs, B, No lady can be insensible of your preten- 
sions. 

MiL You are very good, ma'am; and after long 
observation, and a lasting passion grafted on it, which, ^ 
though silent hitherto — yet working secretly— ^ieh 
disclosed at length — may to the person in the w6rkl r^ 
who already forpied by experience, may in every re- 
spect— and if without presuming too far — 
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' B. What a delicate f«iiifusioQ he is in. {Asitie^) 
Mil. And if tfiis paper, 

Mrs. jB» {Taking the Paper.) When given by you, 
sir — 


Enter Bygrovk, l.h. 

Perverse and cruel ! {IValks aside.) 

Byg. You both look grave; nothing amiss, I hope. 

Mrs. B. Every thing is as it should be, sir. Mr. 
Millamour will do what is right — {Smiling at him .) — - 
You may leave it all to him; trust to his judgment. 

Enter Sir Harry, m.d. 

Sir H. Millamour, 1 have such a story for you : 
Malvil and Dashwould have been quarrelling about 
you, and — 

Byg. Po 1 and here they all come; I knew the sub- 
stance could not be far oflF, i^hen the shadow projected 
before it. 

Enter Ladv Bell, Dashwould, and Malvil, m.d. 

Lady Bell. Mr. Dashwould, do you think Pll bear 
this? What liberty will you take next? You think, 
because I laugh, that 1 am not offended. — Aunt, 1 
received a letter, and he has attempted to snatch it 
from me. 

Dash. Why it brings a 4ittle cargo of ridicule from 
the country, and my friend Malvil sees no joke in it. 

Mai. W^hen my friend's name is brought in ques- 
tion, sir — 

Lady Bell. It is diverting, notwithstanding. — Aunt, 
what do you think ! My cousin Cynthia, you know, 
WA. to be married to Sir George Squanderstock ; her 
mother opposed it, and broke off the match, and now 
it's come out, that she was all the time the clandes- 
tine rival of her own daughter. 
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MiL Nat inapplicable to the present business^ vo- 

Mrs, B. Go, you giddy girl, no such thing ! 

Mil. (Aside.) She charms by her very faults. 

Sir H. (Groes up to Bygrove,) Ana Dashwould 
has been saying-* — 

Byg, Po ! repeat none of his sayings to me. 

Lady Bell, Did you say any thing, Mr. Dashwould ? 
What was it ? (Crosses to Dash, r.h.) 

Dash, Oh ! nothing. Sir George Squanderstock is 
my very good friend. 

Mai, And for that reason you might spare him. No 
man is without his faults. 

Dash, Ay, allow him faults, out of tenderness. 

Byg. Sir George is a valuable man, sii, and repre- 
sents bis country to great advantage. 

Dash, He does so ; takes a world of pains ; nothing 
can escape him^ Manilla ransom not paid ; theie must 
be a motion about that matter ; he knots his handker- 
chief to remember it**— Scarcity of corn ! another 
knot-triennial parliaments— juries judges 
of law as well as fact — national debt — 
(Knots.) — bail in criminal cases — (Knots.) — and so 
on he goes, till his handkerchief is Iwistcd into ques- 
tions of state ; the liberties and fortunes of all poste- 
rity dangling like a bede roll 5 he puts it in his pocket, 
drives to the gaming table, and the next morning his 
handkerchief goes to the wash, and his country and the 
minority arc both left in the suds. 

Lady Bell, What a description! 1 /» .» » . x 

Sir H. Hey ! lively Lady Bell ! / 

Mil, Ho! ho! I thank you, Dashwould. 

Mrs, B, (Aside to MiUamour,) How can you en- 
courage him ? Let us leave them to themselves. 

Mai, You see, Mr. Bygrove — 

Byg* Ay ! thus be gets a story to graft his malice 
upon, and then he sets the table in a roar at the 
tavern* 

Sit If, Never be out of humour with Dashwould, 
Mr. Bygrove 5 he keeps me alive 5 he has been exhi- 
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pictures of this sort all the morning, as we 
gambled about the town. 

Byg, Go on, Sir Harry, ape your friend in all his 
follies; be the nimble marmosset; to grin at his tricks, 
and try to play them over again yourself. 

Sir H. Well now, that is loo severe : Dashwoutd, 
defend me from Tiis wit. You know 1 swallow all 
your good things. 

Dash. You never bring any of them up. 

Enter Miss NaviLr-B, L.n. and whispers Mrs. 

Bromley, 

% 

Mrs.B. Very well, Ne|{iUe, I’ll come presently, 

* [Exit Miss Neville f l.h. 

Mai, {Looking at Miss Neville,) I shall stay no 
longer. Mr, Bygrove, will you walk ? [i5.n7, i,.h. 

Byg. No, sir, I shall not leave tlie enemy in this 
room behind me: a bad translator of an ancient poet, 
is not so sure to deface his original, as his licentious 
strain to disparage every character. 

Dash, Sir Harry, he will neither give nor take a 
joke. 

Sir H, No, I told you so, 

Byg, Let me tell you once for all sir — 

Dash, I wish you would. 

Byg, Why interrupt? Do you- know what I was 
going to say ? 

Dash, No, do you ? 

Mil, ril leave them all to themselves. 

[Steals out^ m.d. 

Mrs, B, {Aside>) Millamour gone ! m.d. 

Byg, And what does all this mighty wit amount 
to ? The wit in vogue, exposes one man ; makes 
another expose himself; gets into the secretes of 
aii^mtimate acquaintance, and publishes a story to 
the world; belies a friend ; puts an anecdote, a letter, 
an epigram into the newspaper; and that is the whole 
amount of modern wit. 
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Dash. A strain of ino|*o8e invective is more 
ing to be sure^ 

Bt/g. {Looking about for Mrs. Bromley .) Well, 
sir, we'll adjourn the debate. You may go on j mis- 
represent every thing ; if there is nothing ridiculous, 
invent a story ; and when you have done it, it is but a 
cheap and frivolous talent. Has a*lady a good natu- 
ral bloom ? Her paint must be an expensive article. 
Does she look grave ? She will sin the deeper.. Is she 
gay and affable? Her true character will come out at 
the Commons. That is the whole of your art, and I 
leave you to the practice of it, {Goings l.h.) 

Dash. Satirical Bygrove ! now the widow has him 
in low. (, 

Byg. {Turning rownd.)# Could not you stay till my 
badk was fairly turned ? ' [JSoriY, l.h. 

Dash. What a look there was ! 

Lady BelL At what a rate you run on ! you keep 
the ffeld against them all. 

Dash. Sir Harry, step up, and watch him with the 
widow. 

Sir H. I will ; don^t stay too long, 

Da>sh. I’ll follow you : and hark, make your party 
good with Miss Neville. 

Sir H. You see, Lady Bell, a fling at every body. 

[Exit^ L.H. 

Dash. The baronet does not want parts ; that is to 
say, he has very good materials to play the fool with. 
1 shall get him to marry Miss Neville. 

Lady Bell. Bring that about, and you will for once 
do a serious action, for which every body will honour 
you. 

Dash. In the mean time, do you watch your aunt 
Bromley ; she is your rival. 

Lady BelL Rival ? that would be charming ! 

DOfSh. It is even so. Now Millamour's under- 
standing is good, but his passions quick : if you pta^ 
your cards right — 

Lady BelL Are you going to teach me how to ma- 
nage fi man ? 
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Coquetry will never succeed with bin). A 
^icksand does not shift so often as his temper. You 
must take him at his word, and never give him time 
to change and veer about. 

Lady BelL Totally out of nature. 

Dash. Oh ! very well; I give up the point. 

l^Exitj M.n. 

Lady BelL You may leave the man to my manage- 
ments My aunt Bromley rival me ! that would be 
delightful. 

Enter Jady Jane, m.o. 

Well, sister ! 

Lady Jane. Can you be serious for a moment? 

Lady BelL Well, the solemnity of that look ! Must 
I set my l^ice by yours, and contract a wrinkle, by a 
formal economy of features, which you, like the rest of 
the world, mistake for wisdom ? 

Lady Jane. Will you hear me ? They are hurrying 
this match too fast, 1 think. Sir John is come, and his 
lawyer is expected every moment. He wants to con* 
elude the affair this day, and my aunt does not oppose 
it. But 1 don’t like all this hurry. 

Lady BelL And why need you be concerned about it ? 

Lady Jane. Do you think Millamour capable of 
love ? 

Lady BelL For the moment. It will be difficult to 
fix him. 

Lady Jane. What would you have me do ? 

Lady Bell. Do ?— Nothing* 

Lady Jane. How silly ! you know it is not my 
seeking. 

Lady BelL What are you about ? Talking in your 
sleep again ? Lady Jane, wake yourself. What have 
you taken into your head ? 

Lady Jane. Why, since Mr. Millamour has pre- 
vailed with me — 

Lady BelL His affections then are fixed upon you ? 
—Why the man lias been dying at my feet, with a face 
as long as my arm. 
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Lady ^ane. You will permit me to laugh 
turn. 

Lady BelU Oh! I can lau^h with you, and at you, 
and at him too. This gives spirit to the business : here 
are difficulties, and difficulties enhance victory, and 
victory is triumph. 

Lculy Jane. Very well ! oh ! brave I laugh away ! 
you will be undeceived presently, — If this does not 
take^ I am at the end of my line. l.h. 

Lady Bell, What does all this mean? Rivalled, 
outwitted by my sister ! Insupportable ! This begins 
to grow serious. 

Enter MilIjAMour, m.d. 

MiL Sdeath! she is here! Sir John is quite im- 
patient, and I am going for his attorney* 

Lady BelL And Lady Jane is impatient too : she 
is the object of your choice. 

Mih Lady Jane ! you are pleasant, very pleasant ! 

Lady BJL Slie has told me with inflexible gravity ! 

MiL She is a great wit; and great wits have great 
quickness of invention ; and so a story is easily dressed 
up. I could crack my sides with laughing. If tri- 
fling civilities have been received as a declaration of 
love — 

Lady BelL And is that the case ? Very whimsical 
indeed! 

MiL Yes, very whimsical ! I am eternally vours, 
ma’am, and I am on the wing, and your ladyship's 
adorer. — Confusion 1 ( Gaingj l.h. ) 

Enter Ladv Jank, 

Lady Jane. [Aside,) Nqw to plague them both.— 
Sister, you may hear it from himself. 

Lady BelL That lady, sir, has the strangest notion — 

Lady Jane. You will be so good as to explain all 
to tny sister. 

MiL i^Aside.) Both upon me at once. — I have ej?:* 
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^Nine<L madam, and all further talk about it is unne- 
cessary. 

^ Lady BelL Only to satisfy her curiosity. 

Lady Jane. To shew my sister her mistake. 

Mil. {To Lady Jane.) 1 have made every thing 
clear, ma’am, — {To Lady BelL) — Have not 1, Lady 
Bell ? And — {Thims to Lady Jane.) — every thing 
now is upon a proper footing. 

Lady Jane. Very well; only give her to under- 
stand— 

Mil. Your understanding is admirable — {Turns to 
Lady BelL)^\ told you she would talk in this style. 

^ — {Turns to Lady Jane ^ — You are perfectly right, 
and* nobody’ understands things better. — Turns to 
Lady iSe//.)— Nobody whatever. 

( Looks and laughs at both by turns.) 

Lady BelL ]^t give me leave, you must speak out, 
sir. 

MiL {Aside to Lady BelL) Never argue about it, 
it is not worth your while. 

Lady Jane. There is some mystery in all this. 

Afi7. No I all very clear (2o Lady Jhwe.)— drop 
it for the present. 

Lady Bell. But Fdestre no doubt may remain. 

Lady Jane. And 1 don^t like to be kept in sus- 
pense. (Both pulling him by the arm.) 

MiL Distraction ! 1 am like a lawyer, that has 
taken fees on both sides. You do me honour, ladies; 
but upon my soul, 1 can^t help laughing. It will di- 
vert us some day or other, this will. Oh, ho, ho ! I 
shall die with' laughing. (Breaks from them.) 

Enter Mas. Bromley, l.h. and Sir John, r.h. 

Mrs. B. What is all this uproar for ? 

MiL Another witness of my folly I 

(Runs to the other side.) 

Enter Dashwould, m.d. 

Dash. Millamour, I give you joy. Mr. Copyhold, 
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your attorney, is come with the deeds, 
matter ? 

Mil. The strangest adventure! 1 can’t stay now. 
The ladies have been very pleasarit* You love hu- 
mour, and tl)ey have an infinite deal. I'll come to you 
in a moment. k.h. 

Sir John, George, don’t run away, let us finish the 
business. 

Dash. If he says he’ll marry, you may depend upon 
him. A poet determined to write no more, or a game- 
ster forswearing play, is not sure to keep his word, I 
wish I may die, if I don’t think him as much to be re- 
lied upon as a prime minister. 

Lady Bell, Aunt, would you believe it ? The de- 
mure Lady Jane — {Bursts into a laugh.) — She has 
taken such a fancy into her head ! Millamour she 
thinks is up to the eyes in love with her. 

Mrs, B. Ha, ha, ba 1 poor Lady Jane ! 

Lady Jane. And my sister’s pride is hurt. She 
carries it with an air, as if she had made a complete 
conquest. 

Mrs. B. How ridiculous the girls are! your son 
has opened bis mind to you. Sir John ? 

Sir John. He has, and I approve of his choice. I 
hope it is as agreeable to you as to his father. , 

Mrs. B, I don’t know how to refuse my consent, 

Bvgrovk, l.h.u.k. 

Byg. {Listenings) What does all this mean ? 

Dash. As I could wish. 'There he is. 

{Seeing By grove,) 

Mrs. B. Since it has your approbation, Sir John, I 
believe 1 must yield my consent. I never thought to 
marry again, but since you will have it so — 

Sir John. Lady Bell, I understand, is willing to do 
me the honour of being my daughter-in-law. 

Lady BM. Oh ! ho, ho, ho ! this makes amends 
l^or all. My dear aunt Bromley, are you imposed 
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jjon? Did you listen to the traitor’s vows? — The 
p;>rfidious ? — , {Laughs violently^) 

He will soon be settled, Sir John, since there 
are now three lival goddesses contending for him. Mr. 
Bygrove, you are come in good time. 

Byg, What fool’s part are you to play now ? 

{Coming forward.) 
Mrs, B. Sir John, I desire I may not be made your 
sport. Have not 1 here, under his hand, a declaration 
of his mind ; here, in this copy of verses, given to me 
by himself, an earnest of his affection? 

Lady Bell. Verses, aunt? 

Lady Jane. Verses to you? 

’y^^^rs.B. Verses tome: only hear, Sir John. {R^>ads.) 

I look'd, and I sigh'd, and I wish'd I could speak. 
And fain would have paid adoration." 

Lady Bell. Stay, stay ; mine begin the same way. 

{Takes out a paper.) 
Lady xTane. The very words of mine, 

{Takes out a paper.) 
Mrs. B. Will those girls have done ? {Heads.) 
But when I endeavoured the matter to break" 
Lady Bell. {Reads.) Still then I said least of 
my passion.” 

Mrs. ii. Will you be quiet ? {Reads.) 

Still then 1 said least of my passion; 

I swore to myself ” — 

Lady Bell. {Reads fast.) And resolv'd I would 
try”— 

^ Mrs. ii. and Lady Bell. {Reading together.) 
r Some way my poor heart to recover.” 

Lady Jane, Lady Bell, and Mrs. B. {Reading 
eagerly together.) “ But that was all vain, for I 
sooner could die. 

Than live tvith forbearing to love her.” 

Lady Bell. Oh, ho, ho, ho ! Mr, Dashwould, what 
a piece of work has he made ! 

Dash. And the verses copied from Congreve. 

Lady Bell, Copied from Congreve ! 

{Laughs heartily.) 
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Sir John. I never was so covered with confusion ' 

Ladi/ Bell. I never was so diverted in all my days 

Dash. He has acted with great propriety upon the 
occasion, 

Mrs. Be He has made himself very ridiculous. He 
has exposed nobody but himself. Contempt is the only 
passion he can excite. A crazy, mad, absurd— 

{Tearing the paper,) 

Lady Jane, An inconstant, wild, irresolute — 

{Tears the paper,) 

Lady Bell. Ha, ha, ha ! so whimsical a character. 

the paper y and exit^ r.h. 

Bash. {To By grove.) What shall I give you 
your chance ? \_Exit^ r.h. 

Byg. More than Dl give you for your wit. [ii.n7,R.n. 

f NO OF ACT III. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE 1 . — An Apartment at Mrs. Bromley's 
Enter Dasiiwould and Sir Harry, m.d. 

Bash. This way, Sir Harry. While they are all en- 
gaged in the pleasures of the table, I want a word with 
you in private. Did you mark Miss Neville, at din- 
ner ? 

Sir Har. You know I did. And when Mrs. Brom- 
ley railed at her 

Bash. She railed at her with a littleness of spirit, 
that disgraced wealth and influence, and gave to po- 
verty the superior charactei. Were I at the head oi 
such a fortune as yours, to choose a wife, she should be 
the object of my affection. You like her, that’s cleai . 
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Har. But she does not like me^ and that^s as 
-f}i\ ^Somebody has done me a prejudice there. She 
/eived this letter, and gave me it to read. 

Dash. {Reads.) **To Miss Neville*'— (Opews it.) 
Without a name. 

Sir Har. A poison'd arrow in the dark. 

Dash. {Reads.) “Anonymous letters are generally 
the effect of clandestine marriage ; this comes from a 
friend. If your honour, your virtue, and your peace of 
mind are worth your care, avoid the acquaintance of 
Sir Harry. He is the deceiver of innocence, and means 
to add your name to the list of those whom his trea- 
chery has already ruined. Make use of this hint, and 
Ik^^'^xicoxdingly." A pretty epistle — {Patises.) Don't! 
know this hand ? So, so ! I understand it, I can trace 
this; say no more, Sir Harry j pursue Miss Neville 
the closer for this. Will you let such a fellow as Mal- 
vil rob you of a treasure ? 

Sir Har. You don't suspect him ? 

Dash. Leave it all to me. Assure Miss^Neville that 
this shall be cleared up. Hush ! we are interrupted : 
go and join the company. 

Efiter Malvil, m.d. 

Sir Har. Pshaw ! plague ! the company without you — 
Dash. Very well ; leave me now. [Emt Sir H.ta.d. 
What’s the matter, Malvil ? 

MaJ. It will be over presently t a sudden sensation ; 
J can't bear to see others made unhappy. Mrs. Brom- 
^ley is a very valuable woman, but at times rather vio- 
lent. 

Dash. And that's much to be lamented, is not it > 
MaL You may laugh at it, sir, but I think it a se- 
rious matter. I left poor Miss Neville in a flood ol 
tears : and— here she comes. 

Enter Miss Nbvillb, m.d. 

Dash. Not rising from table so soon ? 
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Miss N* Excuse mci sir, I had rather not stay. 

Dash, Never mind Mrs. Bromley’s humours 
we will all take your part* 

Miss N, I am not At for company, sir. 

Dubh. I am sorry to lose you. {Cresses to l.h.) 
I’ll leave you with my worthy friend : he will adminis- 
ter consolation. [Bait, l.h. 

Miss A/, Was there ever such inhuman tyranny ? 
Insulted before the whole company ! 

Mai. It hurts me to the quick. I could not have 
believed her capable of such violence. 

Miss N. You saw that I gave her no provocation. 

Mai. it pains me to see what I do. 

Miss N. During the whole time of diuner, 
one continued invective against me. 

Mai. MWlamour’s behaviour had disconcerted her. 
But that ib no excuse. Goodness by fils, and genero- 
sity out of mere whim, can never constitute a valuable 
character. 1 am sorry to see you so afflicted. 

Miss NnJioii are very good, sir. 

Mai. No, I have no merit in it; the instincts of my 
nature leave me no choice. I have studied myself, and 
I find I am only good by instinct. 1 am strangely in- 
terested for you. I have thought much of your situa- 
tion ; our time is short; thev will be all rising from ta- 
ble presently. Attend to what I say : since Mrs. Brom- 
ley is so incessant in her tyranny, do as I already hinted 
to you. Withdraw from this house at once. Madam La 
Rouge has an apartment ready for you. You may there 
remain concealed, in the mean time, 1 shall be at, 
work for you. I shall prevail upon Mrs. Bromley tot 
keep her word, about the five thousand pounds. That 
added to what is in my power, will make a handsome 
settlement for you. 

Afiss N. You heard wliat she said to Sir Harry ? 

Mai. She wants to drive you to ^ome act of despair ; 
perhaps to give you up a sacrifice to Sir Harry’s loose 
desires. 

Miss iY. Are you so clear about Sir Harry ? 

Mai. {Aside.) ’Sdeath ! I see she loves him. Here- 
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after I will open a scene to astonish you. [Pauses and 
at her.) You can never be happy under this roof. 
Bromley will make this quarrel uj), I know she 
will. The whole of her virtue consists in repentance, 
but wh^ kind of repentance ? A specious promise to 
reform her conduct, and a certain return of the same 
vices. 

Miss N. She has made me desperate. I can stay 
here no longer. Til go back to the country : I shall 
there be at peace. 

MaL You will there be too much out of the way. 
When you are settled at Madame La Rouge’s, the haugh- 
^ty Mrs. Bromley will see to what she has driven you, 
apdfot thp^eake of her character, will begin to relent. 
Sir Harry must not know where you are. He means 
your ruin, 1 am sorry to say it, but 1 can give you such 
convincing proof — 

Enter Mrs. Bromlkv, m.d, 

Mrs, B. Do you go to your room, madam ^ let me 
see you no more to-day. 

Mai. It was a mere unguarded wortj that fell from 
Miss Neville. [Speaks to Mrs. Bromley aside.) 
Millamour is ashamed of his conduct. He is under 
my influence still; I shall mould him to your wishes. 

Mrs. B. [Aside to him.) I am a fool to think any 
more about him. Go to him ; watch him all day ; you 
will not find me ungrateful. [Loud.) And pray tell 
those girls to come up stairs, [Exit Malvil^ m.d. 
Mighty well, madam ; you must sit next to Sir Harry : 
you have no pretensions, have you ? And you must vouch 
for Lady Bell too? She does not love gaming; that 
story is all calumny. Bespeak yourself a place in the 
stage coach ; you shall quit this house, I promise you. 

Miss N. It will be the last time I shall receive 
those orders, madam. Your favours are so embittered, 
there is such a leaven of pride, even in your acts of 
bounty, that I cannot wish to be under any further 
obligations. If doing justice to Lady Bell, it avowing 

D 
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! my sentiments^ in the cause of so amiable a friend, can 
give you umbrage, lam not fit to remain in this house. 

V w. 

Mrs. B. O brave ! you shall travel. Give hei a for- 
tune! — No, let Lady Bell reward her. How I -Mill- 
amour, as 1 live. 

Enter Millamour, m.o. 

MU. Deliver me, fate; she here:~madam — I— -I 
— I — you aic not going to leave us, I hope. 

Enter Sir John, l.h. 

• 

Mrs. B. {Smiling at Millamour.) And how can 
you look me in the face ? 

MU. {Seeing Sir John ) lam glad you are come, 
sir, I wanted to — 

Mrs.B. Perverse 1 — What brings Sir John ? {A^idc,) 
— I shall expect you above stairs, gentlemen. I must 
try once more to fix that irresolute, inconstant man. 

[jElr?7, R.H. 

Sir John. What a day’s woik have you made here ? 
Mil. Sir! 

Sir John. Can you expect any good from all this '> 
Ever doing and undoing ! These proceedings are terri- 
ble to your father. 

Mil. You know, sir, that to gratify you is the height 
of my ambition. 

Sir John, For shame! don7 imagine that you can * 
deceive me any longer. Are you to be for ever in sus- 
pense ? Always resolving, and yet never decided ? Never 
knowing your own mind for five minutes. 

Mil. You seem exasperated, but I really don^t sec 
the cause. 

Sir John. No^ — Can’t jou feel how absurd it is to 
be always beginning the world ? For ever in doubt ? 

,y after day embarking in new projects, nay, twenty 
* rent projects in one day, and often in an hour? 
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MiL Spare my confusion : I feel my folly j I feel it 
all ; and let my future conduct^ 

John. George, can I take your word ? I know 
you h^e been at the gaming table. 

Af/^The gaming table! 

^ Sir John. Say no more : I know it all : after the 
indulgence 1 have shewn you, I now see that my hopes 
are all to be disappointed. If you have a mind to atone 
for what is past, pursue one certain plan, and be some- 
body. The time now opens a new scene, and calls 
for other manners. Reform your conduct, and t shall 
be happy. But I am #red of this eternal levity :*my 
patience is worn out. I shall stay no longer in this 
boLce,^ *^2 a witness of your absuidity. [Exit^ l.h. 

Mil. I have made myseif very ridiculous here. I 
can't shew my face any more in this family. I'll go 
back to the Temple, and not marry these ten years. 
The law leads to great things: a seat in parliament, a 
vote or two against your conscience, a silk gown, and 
a judge; that's the course of things. I’ll pursue my 
ambition — Honest friend, {Calk to a Servant.) hist! 
honest friend, will you be so good as just to get me my 
hat? 


Ifwrer Dash WOULD, m.d. 

Dash, (l.h.) No, I bar hats. What, going to desert 
ns? The sport is just beginning. Bygrove has been 
lecturing his son, and quarrelling w^ith Malvil, The 
integrity of that honest gentleman is suspected at last. 
He was the worthiest man in the world this morning, 
as good a creature as ever was bom, but now he has 
sold himself to the widow. Lady Bell has been lively 
upon the occasion ; and Malvil, to support his spirits, 
has plyed the Burgundy, till he looks the very picture 
of hypocrisy, with a ruddy complexion, and a sparkling 
eye. 

Mil. You may divert yourself, sir ; I have done with 
them all. {Crosses to l.h.) « 

Dash. But I can't part with you: you shall join us ; 
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Malvil shall have no quarter: he will stick to his glass 
till bis charily for his neighbour begins to stagger; 
then off drops the mask; he will have courage enoxg^h 
to rail at mankind, and his true character will come 
forth, like letters in lemon juice before the fire. * 

MiL Pho ! absurd ! I am on the rack. Why did you 
force me to stay dinner? I have been so weak, so 
frivolou*!. 

Dash, How so? Because you changed your mind? 
Ther6 is nothing more natuial. Don’t you see men 
doing the same thing every day? Down goes the old 
mansion ; a new one rises ; exotic trees smile on the 
landscape, and enjoy the notthein air; and when the 
whole is finished, in less than a twelve-p?'>«>**^',-^he 
auctioneer mounts his pulp4t. Pleasing contiguity’^ 
— Beautiful, and picturesque scene” — Delectably 
featured by Nature”— Shall I say twenty thousand ?” 
— Down it goes to the highest bidder, who pays his 
money, and runs away the next morning with an opera 
singer to Italy. 

MiL {Laughing.) Why, yes, we see those things 
every day. 

Dash, No doubt ; men are fickle and inconstant. 

MiL Very true; it is the way through life; in the 
lowest rank, as well as the highest. You sha’n’t see a 
journeyman weaver, but he has his disgust, like a lord, 
and changes his lodging, his house of call, his barber, 
and his field-preacher. 

Dash. Certainly ; and then there is a real charm in 
variety. Besides, what you did to-day, was a mere 
frolic. 

MiL Nothing more : and that fellow, Malvil, was 
the occasion of it. My heart never rightly warmed to 
that man. 1 shall never consult him again. Affairs 
were in a right train, if he had not interposed. 

Dash, You shall have your revenge. I have a mine 
tj^ring, will blow him ui^— (Laughs.) His advice to- 
dhy has served to produce the widow’s character, 
k MiL Yes, it has given a display of her, (Laughs.) 
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How could she think me in earnest? Marry her! I 
x^ould go into the army sooner- 

A good pretty trade, the army, if you are 
killeddn battle, it is your affair; if you conquer, you 
may r^ire, and live very pretlily upon half pay- 

MiL Very true : the law is a more certain road. 

Dash^ A good agreeable life the law is : forever en- 
tangled in the cobwebs of Westminster hall; and you 
help to spin them yourself into the bargain. 

Mil. And at the end of twenty years you are thought 
a good promising young man. 

Dash. In the mean lime, you are constantly hiring 
out your lungs, and ever in a passion about other peo- 
ple 

Enter Lady Bell, and Lady Jane, m.d. 

Lady Bell. Come, sister, leave the men to them- 
selves. Mr. Dashwould, has their wit frightened you 
away ? 

Mil. {Looking at her.) *^Look in her face and you 
forget them all/’ 

Dash. Won’t your ladyship have compassion on 
that gentleman ? 

Lady Bell. Compassion 1— my sister and I, we hope 
for his protection ? 

Enter Captain Bvgrove, m.d. 

Capt. B. When you go away from company, Lady 
Bell, you draw every body in your train. 

Lady Bell. Oh ! you have so overpowered me with 
civil, and tender things ! 

MiL {Aside.) What does he follow her for > 

Lady Bell. A I’honneur, gentlemen. {Goes up to 
Millamour.) Uncle! Uncle Millamour, when you are 
married to my aunt, [ hope you will be kind to us both. 

( Curtsies.) 

Mil. (Turning away.) Confusion! daggers ! dag-r 
gers ! 
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La^ Jane. ( Curtsying.) May I salute you, uncle ? 

Mil. Pho! this foolery ! ' {Walks away .) 

Lady Bell. Let us give him all his titles !— BrothO", 
when you marry my sister. (Makes a low curtsy.) 

Mil, How can you, Lady Bell ? 

Lady Jam. Uncle ’.-Brother ! ■» ^ ^ 

Lady Bell, And Brother Uncle! J' e / 

Mil. {Breaking away from them.) This is too 
much— No patience can endure it. {Jktms to Jjody 
Bell.) Madam, this usage — {Lady Bell and Lady 
Jam both laugh loud.) 

Lady Jane. Come, sister, let us leave him. 

[Exit, L.H. 

Lady Bell. Oh ! ho 1 ho ! 1 shall expire.- tf^hmg.) 

Mil. Why will you torment me thus? {Takes her 
Inf the hand.) Am I to be for ever made your sport ? 

Lady Bell. Oh you would not have me laugh. To 
be sure, when one considers, it is a serious matter. 
And though Captain Bygrove {Pointing to him.) has 
orders to be in love with me ; and though he has de- 
clared himself in the warmest terms — 

Mil. And could you listen to him ? 

Lady Bell. And yet after all your promises, when 
you had touched my heart— {In a softened tone.) 

Mil. Jealous of me by this light. {Aside.) 

Lady Bell. After all your faithless vows, to break 
them as you have done, like a Turk, or a Jew, or a 
Mahometan, {Crying,) and leave me like Dido and 
.£neas, it is enough to break a young girl’s heart — 
{Crying bitterly.) so it is, it is — ^There, will that please 
you ? {Bursts into a laugh.) Adieu, uncle 1 my com- 
pliments to my aunt— r.b. 

Mil. Damnation I 

Enter Sir Harry, m.d. 

Sir Har. Did not I hear somebody crying ? 

Mil. Yes, and laughing too. Captain Bygrove, you 
•aid something to Lady Bell, what was it, sir ? 

P^t. B. What I desire the world to know j I love 
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her, I adore her. My father hiis ordered it, Mrs^Brom* 
ley approves : Lady Bell encourages me; and I shall 
bdthe happiest of mankind'. 

MfL You and I ‘must talk apart, sir. You know 
my prror claim. Attempt my life rather than my love. 
You must think no more 6( her, sir; she is mine by 
every tie, and so 1 shall tell her this moment. 

[Exit, R.H. 

JDmh. Now bold that resolution, if you can. 

Capt jB. I have managed it well. 

Dash. Admirably! 

Sir H. What does all this mean ? Dasliwould, you 
are wanted in the next room. Malvil is in for it ; he 
Slid «g Miss Neville, while every idea fades away 
from his countenance, all gbing out one by one, and his 
e) e sinks into all the dim vacuity of a brisk no meaning 
at all. 

Dash, ril look in upon them.—Bygrove, Isee Mibs 
Neville : let us give Sir Harry his opportunity. 

Enter Miss Neville, r.h. 

« 

Miss N. I thought Lady Bell was here ; I beg your 
pardon, gentlemen. 

Dash. Your company is always agreeable, is not it. 
Sir Harry? The gentleman will speak for himself. 
Come, Bygrove, I have occasion for you. 

[Exit toil h Capt, By grove, m.d. 

Sir H, May I now presume, madam~ 

Miss N. You choose your time but ill. Sir Harry, I 
have so many things to distract me, I cannot listen to 
you now. 

Sir H. {Takes her hand.) But you promised to 
hear me ; I have long beheld your sufferings. 

Miss N. They do not warrant improper liberties. 1 
can be humble as becomes my situation. I hope you 
will not oblige me to shew that spirit, which virtue is 
as much intiiled to, as the proudest fortune in the 
kingdom. 

p d 



! *6 KNOW YOUR OWN MIND* 

Sir H. I mean yon no disrespect. That letter is a 
black artifice to traduce my character. 

MisB N. Your character^ I dare say, sir, will QSfnih 
out clear and unsullied* You will permit me to take 
care of mine. It is all I have to value. 1 shall not 
continue any longer in this house. Mrs. Bromley has 
made it impossible; T wish you all happiness, sir. 

{Exit^ L.H. 

SirM^ I wonder what Dashwould will say to all this. 
I shall like to hear him : he will turn it to a joke, I 
warrant him. No end of his pleasantry. [Exity r.h. 


Enter Malvil, in liquor^ m.d. Bygrovk and Dash- 
would, R.H. 


Mal^ Very well ; make the most of it. Since you 
force me to speak, f say her character is a vile one. 

Byg, Here is a fellow whom wine only inspires with 
malice. 

Dastu Pho ! malice ! Malvil has no harm in him. 

MaL You may talk of Mrs. Bromley, but she is as 
vile a character, as pride, and insolence, and avarice, 
and vanity, and fashionable airs, and decayed beauty 
ran jumble together. 

Byg* Here’s a return for her hospitality ! 

maL Marry her^ I say ; marry her, and try. 

Byg* You shall not have a shilling with Miss Ne- 
ville. 

MaL There, the secret’s out : you want to marry 
her, and make her break her word. Mankind’s a viU 
vain ! a medley of false friends,eloping wives, stock job- 
bers, and usurers; wits that won’t write, and fools that 
will. {Sings,) 

Dashwould, you are a panegyrist, compared 
to this man. 

Dash, Yes, he takes your trade out of your hands. 

MaL She is Mrs. Bromley, the widow, and you are 
Mr. Bygrove, the widower; and so, bite the biter, that’s 
all. 

Byg* His wit soars above you, Mr. Dashwould. 
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MaL Wit is a bad trade. Letters have no friends 
\ieft in these degenerate times. Shew a man of letters 
ti/the first of your nobility, and they will leave him to 
starAin a garret. Introduce a fellow, who can ^ing 
a catch, write a dull political pamphlet, or rej^tarks 
upon a Dutch memorial, or play off fire-^works, aud he 
shall pa&s six. months in the country, by invitation. 
Mascenas died two thousand years ago, and you are not 
historian enough to know it. 

Dash. He makes a bankrupt of me. 

Bi/g. I have found him out : I know him now ; a 
pietended friend, that he may more surely betiay you. 
Go, and get some coffee to settle your head. 

R.H. 

MaL Mrs. Bromley will settle your head. 

Dash. Let u$ take him up stairs ,* he^ll tumble over 
the tea-table, to shew his politeness. {Taking him 
by the arm.) Come, the ladies wait for us. 

MaL Mankind, I say, is a villain ! {Sings.) 

^ Enter Lady Bkll, r.h. 

Lady BelL Bless me, Mr. Malvll ! 

Mai. All Dashwould’s doing to expose a body. Dq 
you look to Millamour, that’s what I say to you. 

Dash. He shan’t stay to plague your ladyship. — 
Come, Malvil, let us go and be tender of reputation 
above stairs. 

Mai. Tm alway’s tender, and you are scurrilous. 

and emt, led by Dashtvouldj r.k. 

Lady BelL How Millamour follows me up and 
down! charming! here he comes. 

Enter Millamour, r.h. 

Mil. Lady Bell, allow me but one serious moment. 

Lady BelL This biacelet is always coming off. 

{Fiddles with it.) 

Mil. Whatever appeaiances may have been, I burn 
D 5 
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with as true a passion, as ever penetrated a faithfv,\ 

heart. 

JUady Bell. {Aside und smiling,) I know IktII 
mine,— -This silly, obstinate bauble! What you 
saying? Oh! making love again. ^ 

Mth By this dear hand I swear — {Sehes her hand.) 

Lady Bell. Hold, hold, no violence. Give me my 
liberty, and thus 1 make use of it. 

{Runs away from him, ii.h.) 

Enter Captain Bygrovb, r.h. 

Lady Bell. {Meeting him.) Ohl I have been wish- 
ing for you. How could you stay so long h ^ 

Capt. B. They detained me against my will. But 
you see I am true to my appointment. 

Mil, {Aside to Bygrove,) Are you so? You shall 
keep an appointment with me. 

Lad^ Bell. I was sunounded with darts and flames. 
That gentleman was for renewing the old story, but it 
is so ridiculous I 

{JValks up the stage with Capt. Bygrove ) 

Mil. Distraction 1 to be insulted thus 1 

Lady Bell. {As she walks up.) You have prevail- 
^pon me to be in earnest at last. Since your father 
has proposed it, and since you have declaied yourself, 
why, if I must speak, get my aunt's consent, and mine 
follows of course. 

MiL {Listening.) If ever f forgive this. 

Capt. B. Mrs. Bromley has consented. {Then aside 
to Lady Bell.) He has it; this will gall his piide. 

Mil. No end of her folly. I was bent on marriage, 
but now it’s all her own fault. And yet she knows my 
heart is fixed upon her. 

Lady Bell. {fVatking down with Capt. By grove,) 
You are so obliging, and I have so many things to 
say to you ; but if people will not perceive, when they 
ilil||rrupt private conversation. 

p/i/. If ever I enter these doors again, may the scorn 
of the whole sex pursue me. [Eani, l.h. 

Capt. B. We have carried this too far. 
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Ladjf, Bell. The barbarous man, when he should 
Jiave taken no denial, but have lain on the ground, im- 
beseeching — ^Delightful I here he comes again. 

((roes to Capt. By grove.) 

Ettter MittAMoofi, l.h. 

Mil. {Walking up to Lady Bell.) Is it not strange, 
that you can’t know your own mind for two minutes 
together ? 

Lady BelL Ho ! ho ! the assurance of that re- 
proach, {Walks away.) 

Mil. {To By grove.) Appoint your time and place : 
I mu?fc have satisfaction for this. 

Capt. B. To-morrow moirning, when the marriage 
ceremony is over. 

Mil. 1 shall expect you, sir, {Going.) 

Enter Lady Jank, l.h. 

Mil. This is lucky. I was in quest of your lady- 
.ship. 

Lady Jane. In quest of me, sir ? 

Mil. In quest of you, ma’am. I have been waiting 
for an opportunity, and, if the sincerest sorrow can 
expiate past offences. — Here’s a chair, ma’am. 

Capt. B. {To J^ady Bell.) We may drive him to 
extremities with Lady Jane : I’ll leave you to recover 
your wanderer. {^Eantj r.h. 

Mil. {Sitting down.) If you will permit me to as- 
sure you — 

Lady Jane. But while my sister is my rival — 

Mil. Your sister’s charms carry their own antidote 
with them. If there is faith in man, I mean to atone 
for what is past. 

Lady Bell. {Corning forward.) So, so; with what 
pleasure she hears him ! {Aside.) Did you speak to me, 
Mr. Millamour? 

Mil. There was a time, ma’am ! — {Turris to Lady 

D 6 
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nfane,) — Now she wants to interrupt us ; don't let us 
mind her, and she’ll withdraw. 

Zfudy^ BelL Wear the willow, Lady Bell ! 
word, sir; you are in the right: my spirits afi too 
violent for you ; and though what I say is not abso- 
lutely wit — do you like wit ? I’m sure you ought, for 
it is undefineable, like yourself. 

MiL {Smiling.) That is not ill said, 

X4ady Bell, {Sits at a distance.) Horrid ! I shall 
be vapoured up to my eyes. IMl try my song, to ba- 
nish melancholy. Where is that foolish guitar ? 

{Goes for it.) 

Mil, Now her jealousy is at work. 1 knew she 
would be morti6ed. Let us agree to pique her pride, 
and probe her to the quick. 

Lady BelL Though 1 can^t sing, it diverts a body 
to try, {Sits down and sings.) 

SONG.— Lady Bell. 

Sabrina, vjith that sober mien, 

The converse sweet, the look serene : 

Those eyes that beam the gentlest ray, 

And though she loves, that sweet delay ; 
Unconscious, seems each heart to take, 

And conquers for her subject's sake I 

MiL Vastly well ! (Listens, smiles, looks at her, 
draws his chair near her, and beats time on her knee.) 

Lady BelL (Sings.) 

The tyrant Cynthia wings the dart. 

Coquetting with a bleeding heart ; 

Mas cruelty, which all adore, 

Flights that torment, yet please the more ; 

Her lover strives to break his chain. 

But can't, such pleasure' s in the pain. 

Mil. Oh ! charming ! charming ! {Kisses her hand.) 

^dy Bell. What are you about, you wretch ? Only 
lo<® sister. I suppose, sir, when you have done, you 
wiU%ive me my hand again ? 
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Lady Jane. I promise you, sister, your triumph 
will be short. {Exit, I..H. 

Bell. How she flunff out of the room ! 

\ (Rises, and walks about.) 

Mil., You know, Lady Bell, that I am yours by 
conquest. 1 adore you still, and burn with a lover’s 
faithful fires. 

Lady Bell- Come, and have a dish of tea to cool 
you. Will you tome }->-(Beckons him.) — Won*t you ? 
Well, consider of it, and when you know youi* own 
mind, you may change it again. [Exit, r.h. 

Mil. There t)ow ! jiiveiy thing by turns, and nothing 
long. Fickle do they call me ? A man must be fickle, 
who^pursues her through all the whimsies of her tem- 
per. Admire her in oue shape, and she takes another 
in a moment. 

One charm display'd, another strikes our view, 

Jn quick variety for ever new. [Exit, r.h. 

END OF ACT IV. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I . — A Room in Mrs. Bromley's House. 

Enter Mill.\mouu and Dash would, r.h. 

♦ 

Mil. Am 1 to be sacrificed to your humour 1 

Dash. Am I to be sacrificed to your absurdity ? 

Mil. When pleasantry is out of afl time and place — 

Dash. Why then I shall be tired of all time and 
place. 

Mil. Look ye, Mr. Dashwoold, it is time to be se- 
rious. The wit that wounds the breast of a friend, is 
the pest of society. 

Dash. What does all this mean, sir? What is it 
about ? 
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MiL If I lost mooey at play, was it for you lo carry 
the tale to my father ? for you to subject me to his re- 
proaches ? ^ ^ 

Daslu I don't know by what fatality it happen^ but 
that generally comes last, which ought to be^ men- 
tioned first. I repeated nothing to Sir John : who 
did ? Do you ask that question ? Malvil, sir, with 
his uswal duplicity. 

Mai, Malvil ? He has this moment told me how 
pleasant you were upon the subject, and at my es,- 
pense. 

Dash. Yes, when he had revealed the whole, and 
with false tenderness lamented your folly. 

Mil. ’Sdeath ! I understand it now. Lhave been 
absurd here. 

Dash., I don’t dislike you for your absurdity : that 
serves to divert one: Malvil excites other feelings. 
You know the character he gave you of Lady Bell. 

MiL Yes, and all slander. 

Dash. 1 left him but now, representing you to Lady 
Bell in the same colours — and here — {Shews a letter.) 
— Here 1 havre him fast. An anonymous letter against 
Sir Harry, sent for his own purposes to Miss Neville. 
All his contrivance, dictated by himself, and written 
at an attorney's desk. You know old Copyhold? 

Mil. Did he pen the letter ? 

Dash. One of his clerks was the scribe. The young 
man is now in the house, at my request, and leady to 
prove Malvil the author. Here i»e comes — things are 
not ripe as yet. Say nothing now. 


J^nter Malvil, l.h. 

MiL Walk in ; you come opportunely. 

Mat. If I can be of any service — 

^ MiL To be of disservice, is your province ; and 
when you have done the mischief, you can transfer the 
hMIfeto others* 

I have been rather off my guard to-day. I am 
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not used to be overtaken in that manner : my head is 
not quite dear. 

MIL Then this business may sooei* yCu. What was 
your w^iisper to me about that gentleman ? 

MaL »That be treated with wanton pleasantry, what 
I thought a serious matter. I may mistake the means, 
but the end of my actions I can always answer for. 
Sir John might hear of the affair from another quarter, 
so to soften his resentment— 

Mil. You took care to excite it. 

MaL I — I — I am apt to carry my heart at my 
tongue’s end. 

- Dash. I knew his heart was not in the right place. 

Alai. I did not address myself to you, sir. 

Mil. 1 know you have the grimace of character, Mr. 
Malvil, armed at all points with plausible maxims. 
But which of your maxims can justify the treachery of 
betraying the secret of a friend ? Who does it, is a de- 
stroyer of all confidence; and when he attempts to 
varnish his conduct, with the specious name of friend- 
ship, the malignity strikes the deeper: artful, smiling 
malignity. 

MaL I deserve all this. Friendship in excess is a 
fault. There are bounds and limits even to virtue. 
It would be well if a man could always hit the exact 
point. There is however something voluptuous in 
meaning well. 

Dash. Well expressed, Malvil ! ha ! ha ! you are 
right. 

Mil. No more of your musty'sentences* 

MaL Morals are not capal)le of mathematical de- 
monstration. And — now I recollect myself — it did not 
occur at first— it was Madame La Rouge told the affair 
to Sir John. This gentleman here — I suppose you 
will take his word—he says she hears every thing, tells 
every thing, and he calls her a walking newspaper: 
not that she means any harm. I only mean to say — 

Dash. O 1 fie, don’t be too severe upon her. 

MaL She said at the same time — you know her 
Hhnner— she told Sir John, that you are in love with 
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half a dozen, and will deceive them all, and Lady Bell 
into the bargain. 

Mil- Distraction ! she dare not say it- This k an- 
other of your subterfuges. You know, sir, hf>w you 
traduced Lady Bell, and made that gentleman the au- 
thor of your own malevolence. At any other time 
and place, my svvoid should read you a lecture of mo- 
rality. 

Mai. You are too warm ; and since I see it is so, 
to avoid contention, I shall atJjourn the debate. 

L.H. 

Mil. Deceive Lady Bell ! — Whoever has dared to 
say it ? — Madame La Rouge lives but a little way oft‘, 
ril bring her thi^ moment, to confront this arch im- 
postor. {Going, L.H.) 

Dash. YouHl be sure to return. 

MU, This very night shall unmask him. [Exit, l.h. 
Dash.. I shall depend upon you. Malville shall an- 
swer to Sir Harry ; all his artifices shall be fairly laid 
open. 

Enter Bygrove, r.h. 

Byg. Mr. Dashwould, we are now good friends. I 
have reposed a confidence in you. You know every 
thing between me and Mrs. Bromley, but you see how 
she goes on. 

Dash. And I see how you go on. You are the dupe 
of your own policy. 

Byg. How so. 

Dash. The widow^s schemes are seconded by your 
own imprudence. Can’t you see, that if Millamour 
were once married out of your way, Mrs. Bromley 
would then be at her last stake, and you might have 
some chance ? And yet your son has it in command to 
defeat my friend Millamour with Lady Bell. 

Byg. How ! light breaks in upon me. Gull that I 
was ! my son shall marry Lady Jane directly. 

^ Dash. To be sure; and the consequence is, thU 
0dy Bel! declares for Millamour. 

• I iitn for ever obliged to you ; 1*11 
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« d Speak to my son this moment ; Lady Jane shall be 
s, without delay. [Exit^ E.H. 

Da^h, So much for my friend, the Captain : 1 have 
bettled his business. 

I 

Enter Mrs. BaoMLBr^ l.h. 

Mrs. B. Mr. Dash would, I am so distracted — a ter- 
rible business has happened 
Dash., What's the matter ? 

Mrs. B. Miss Neville ! I can't think what is be- 
come of her— -she is not to be found, liigh or low. We 
. have searched every where for her. What can be the 
meaning of this ? 

Dash. Is Malvil gone ? 

Mrs. B. This very moment : he has no hand in it. 
He sees, and pities my distress. He is gone to make 
inquiry. A girl that I was fond of, and never said an 
angry word to. 

Dash. You have been remarkably mild. 

Mrs. B, You know how tender I have been of her. 
— Wliat can have put this into her head ? How long 
has Millamour been gone? — 1 understand it now. 
This is his exploit. 

Dash. You wrong him. 1 will undertake to disco- 
ver this plot for you. 

Enter Bygrovb, r.h. 

You can comfort the lady, sir; I shall return im- 
mediately. [Exity R.ll^ 

Byg. (l.h.) May I take the liberty, ma^m — 
Mrs. B. Why torment me thus ? You are all in a 
plot against me. 

Enter Lady Bbll, Lady Jane, mid Caftain 
Bygrqvis, l.h. 

Mrs. B. There, Lady Bell, there is your lover run 
^v^y with your cousin. 
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Lady BelL I can depend upon her. I can still va| 
tufe to answer for her honour. 

Byg, She will come back, you need not alarm your- 
self. ’ 

Mrs.B. You have seduced her, for any thing 1 
know. I atn distracted by you all, and will hear no 
more. [Exit, r.h. 

Byg. Mrs. Bromley, permit me to say a word. 

[Eodt, R.H. 

Lady BelL 1 hope there is nothing amiss. I can 
rely upon Miss Neville’s discretion ; I think I can. 
Come, sister, let us go and inquire.— look$ 
back.) — Hey ! you two are staying, to say delicate 
things to each other. 

dupt. B. Our difficulties, you know, are at an end. 
I have ray father’s orders to follow my own inclination. 
Had Millaraour staid, I have a plot would have fixed 
him your ladyship’s for ever. 

Lady Jane. And we sha'n’t see him again this 
month, perhaps. 

Lady BelL Let him take his own way, I am only 
uneasy about Miss Neville at present. 

Enter Dashw^ould, r.h. with a letter in hu hand. 

JOa&h. This way, you are wanted : I have a letter 
here, that discovers all. [Exit, r.h. 

Lady Bell. But what does it say ? Let us go and 
hear it directly. [Exeunt, r.h. 

SCENE l\.^ An Apartment at Madame La Rouged. 

Enter Millamour and La Rough, l.h. 

Mil. Have you sent to Dashwould? 

La Rou. Yes, I have send him letter. 

Miss Neville here, you say ? 

La Ron. She come an hour ago, all in tear. 

MiL Then she is safe.— You are sure you nevc^ 
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. any thing to Sir John about the ganning business? 

Vou did not say that I should deceive Lady Bell ? 

La Rou. Monsieur Malvil, he tell you so ? 

MiL ‘^Yes; and I tremble for the consequence. 

La Rou* It is one great villain— I great respect for 
you. Vous est aimable. Monsieur Malvil, he is great 
fripon. And I ver sorry he be marry to Mademoiselle 
Neville. 

MiL Married to her ? 

La Rou- You not know it ? — He is marry to her 
dis day. — He take my apartment tree week ago. He 
not have it known dat he is marry for five or six day ; 
.write letter to me dis afternoon ; he must be let in ver 
private ; de servant not to see him ; go up de back 
stairs to her room, and so V affaire est faite. 

MiL And thus he has seduced her from her rela- 
tions? Let me see the letter. {Reads the letter,) 

Madame la Rouge, 

Miss Neville has t/iis day s;iven me her hand in 
marriage, I would not nave it known for ^some 
time. Conduct me to her apartments, unknown to 
your servants. The way up the bewk stairs will be 
best. Your secrecy shall be rewarded by 

Martin Malvil, 

La Rou, I not tink him so bad to talk of me, and 
tell such parcel of story, vid not one word of true. ^ 

Mil, So; here he is in black and white. To come 
privately, is he ? If 1 could detain him here, and pre- 
vent all means of his escaping — 

La Rou. Escape ? Up back stairs, he must come 
through dat apartment ; — {Pointing to a door in the 
back scene*) —I turn de key in de back door : viola 
votre prisonier $ he is prisoner. 

MiL Exquisite woman ! I'll lock this door, and se- 
cure the key.— (iocAs the door in the back scene,)— 
Hush ! rap at the street door, l.h.) 

La Rou, Le voila : he come now. 

MiL Fly, let him in ; send once more to Dash- 
, weald; I want him this instant; fly, dispatch. 
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La Ron. I do all vat you bid me. \Exit^ 

JSHL It is honest of her to make this discovery. ^ If 
this be Malvil — a soft whisper that — {Listens*) — it is 
he, I hear his voice — I shall have the merit of defeat- 
ing villainy, and protecting innocence. — Don’t I hear 
Miss Neville ? — [Goes to k.ii.d ) — Miss Neville ! 

Enter Miss Neville, r.h.d. 

Miss N. Madam La Rouge ! — Oh, sir 1 what brings 
you hithei ? 

AfiL It is your ioterest to hear me,' your happiness 
depends upon it. 

Miss JV, Alas I I fear he is too rash. 

Mil. Command your« attention, and listen to me : 
Malvil has planned your ruin. 

Miss N, Impossible ! he has too much honour ; why 
will you alarm me thus ? lam unfortunate, and you, 
sir, need not add t^ my afflictions. 

Mil, You have trusted yourself to a villain: he 
means, at midnight, to gain access to your person, to 
triumph over your honour, and then leave you to re- 
morse, to shame, and misery. Read that letter. — 
[Gives it her^ and she reads it to herself.) — She’s an 
amiable girl, and I dare say, will make an admira- 
ble wife.— Hark ! I hear him in yonder room. Sup- 
press each wild emotion of surprise, and wait the 
event, , 

MissN. I can scarce believe what I read. What 
have I done ^ [TFeeps.) 

MiL I will direct youj rely upon me. 

Enter Dashwould, Lady Bell, and Lady Jane, 

L.H,D. 

Dash. La Rouge has told us the whole story. 

Mil. Hush ! no noise. 

Lady Reft. My sweet girl, how could you frighten 
me so ? 

Miss N. I blush for what I have done : but Mrs. 
Bromley’s cruelty drove me to despair- ^ 
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Lady Jane* My dear, all will be well ; don’t flurry 
youself. 

Lady BelL Though my aunt vexed you, why run 
away from me ? 

Enter Mrs. Brom^kv, Bygrovb, Sir Harry, and 
Captain Bvgrovb, l.h.d. 

Mrs. B. Where is this unhappy girl? 

Mil. A moment’s patience. 

E7iter Maoamb La Roggb^ l.h.d. 

Mil. Is he. safe? 

La Ron. He is dere in de*room as safe as in Bas- 
tile. 

Mil, Speak to him through the door r now all be 
silent. 

La Rou. Monsieur Malvil, open de door. 

Mat. {IVithin^ m.d.) Do you open it, you have the 

La Rou. De key, it is dere : Miss Neville, it is 
^one to bed; all de house asleep: 1 in de dark; now 
is your lime. 

Mil. {To La Rouge.) Hush ! here is the key. 

{Takes away the lights^ 

Mai, {Within.) Will you dispatch ? 

Im Rou, Attendez : here is de key ; I let you out. 

{Unlocks the door.) 

Enter Malvil, m.d. 

Mai. All in darkness : is she gone to bed. 

La Rou, {Leculing him.) She wait for you: vere 
was you married ? 

Alai. St. James’s parish : Sir Harry has not suc- 
ceeded; she prefers me. Say nothing of It yet awhile. 

La Rou, No ; not a vord : tenez, I get light for 
you. L.H.D. 

Mai. So; I have carried my point. The family 
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will be glad to patch up the afiair^ to avoid the dis- 
grace. 

Muter Madame La Rougs^ l.h.d. imih Lfights. 

La Rou*, Ah! you look en cavalier; *ver good 
apartment for you : and dere is good picture. And dis 
room is well furnish ; look about you : more picture, 
and all original. {Turns him to the company,) 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha ! your servant, Mr. Malvil 1 

MaL Hell and confusion ! 

MU. {Taking him by the arm.) There are bounds 
and limits even to virtue. 

Dash. {At his other arm.) Morals aie capable of’ 
mathematical demonstration. 

Lady Bell. {To Miss Neville.) Let us withdraw 
from ail this bustle. Sir Harry, step this way, 1 want 
you. — 

[Rxittvith Miss Nev. Lady Jane ^ and SirH. l.h. 

Dash. This is all according to the fitness of things. 

Mil. Something voluptuous in meaning well. 

Ryg* Dashwotfld, your ridicule is now in season to 
expose such a character. He is fair game, and hunt 
him down as you please. 

Mai. Tine fiends are about me ! — Mr. Bygrove, you 
are a thinking man, 1 appeal to you. 

Jft7. I appeal to this letter, sir. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha 1 

MaL The letter is forged — let me see it. 

{Snatches at it.) 

Dash. And I have another proof! this anonymous 
scrawl, written by your direction, and sent to Miss 
Neville, to give a stab to the character of Sir Harry. 
Do you deny it, sir? Y^our secretary is now in the 
house; I brought him with me ; he is ready to prove 
you the author of this mean, clandestine mischief. 

MaL All false : all a forgery. Where is this French 
impostor ? Where is your witness, sir ? — {To Dash.) 
— i’ll put them both to the proof this moment. 

[Eaiti LjM 
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Da&h. No private parlying, 

Byg, No ; we must all hear. {Exit^ Ll,h. 

Mrs. B, Yes; all must hear. [Exityj 

Mil. My presence may be necessary. {Goings l.h.) 
iia'pt. i?. Millamour, stay and give me joy. 

Mil. Of what? 

Capt. B. The idol of my heart ! To-morrow makes 
ler mine, 

MU. Well, I give you joy. Who is she ? 

Capt. B. My Lady Bell, thou dear fellow : come, 
et us go and see what they are about. 

Mil. Let us go and see who shall cut the other% 
luoat. 

’ Capt. B. A pleasant employment. 

Mil. V ou sliall tear this heart out, before you tear 
-<ady Bell from me. 

Capt. B, Very well ; have your frolic. — This works 
I could wish, {^side.) [Crosses and exit l.h.d. 
Mil. Despair and frenzy! if she is capable of a 
reachery like this — 

Enter Lady Bell, l.h.d. 

Lady Bell. You have done some good at last, Mr. 
dillamour. 

Mil. Lady Bell ! — {Pauses^ and looks at her.)--^ 
once thought — but you will break my heart. 

Lady Bell. It will bend a little, but never break. 
Mil. Will you listen to me ? There is a tyrant fair, 
.nd you have interest with her; you can serve me; all 
he joys of life are centered there. 

Lady Bell. {Smiles aside.) He is mine against the 
mrld. And so you want my interest? That's lucky, 
nr I have a favour to request of you. 

Mil. Is there a favour in the power of man, you may 
loi command at my hands ? 

Lady Bell. You are very good, sir; there is a per- 
on, but the levity of his temper — 

Mil. {Aside.) She means me.~Your beauty will 
cclaim him. 
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Lady Bell, {Smiles at him.) May I rely upon you? 

Mil. What an angel look there was ! — {Aside.)^^ 
and do you ask the question ? 

Lady Bell. When sincere affection — 

Mil. It is generous to own it* 

Lady Bell. And since the impression made by*— 

Mil. Do not hesitate. 

Lady Bell. Made by Captain Bygrove — 

Mil. Made by Captain Bygrove* {Turns away.) 

Lady Bell. That wounds dteip^ {Aside.) — and if 
^u will assist my fond, fond hopes-— it will be gene- 
ibus indeed. 

3IiL This is a blow I never looked for. — {Aside.)^ 
Yes, ma'am, it will be generous — and in return, if yoii 
will intercede for me with Lady Bell — pho ! with a — 
with Lady Jane, I say — I say if you will intercede for 
me with Lady Jane — 

Lady Belt. Oh ! by all means. And as I approve 
of your choice — {He walks away^ she follows him.) 
— 1 hope you will approve of mine; and by mutual 
acts of friendship, we may promote each other's hap- 
piness. 

* 

jEnter DASHWovLDf l.h.d. 

Dash. Malvil is detected. 

Lady Bell. And Sir Harry has ‘settled every thing 
with Miss Neville. Go and wish him joy. — [Exit 
Dash.j..B I).] — My sweet fi lend will be happy at last. 

{Going.) 

Mil. {Taking her hand.) But you won't marry the 
Captain ? 

Lady Bell. Will you make interest for me^ 

Mil. How can you torment me thus? 

Lady Bell. You have done some service, and you 
may now entertain a degree of hope.— {Smiling a( 
— But have you another copy of verses for my 

mint ? 

How can you ? — {Kisses her hand.) — She 
yields, and I am blessed indeed. 
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Enter Miss Nkvillk, Sir Harry Lovkwit, Lady 
Jane, and Captain Bygrovb, l.h. 

jLflt/y Beil. Here, Sir Harry, in the presence of 
this company, I give you, in this friend of mine, truth, 
good sense and virtue. Take her, sir, and now you 
have got a treasure. 

Sir H. {To Miss Neville.) It shall be my pride to 
raise you to that sphere of life, which your merit, and 
your suffeiings from — {Looks at Mrs. Bromley.) 

B. Why fix on me, sir ? 

Sir H. aie much mistaken, who can find no 

way of shewing then --v^prior rank, but by letting their 
weight fall on those, whom has placed bcnealn 

them. 

Dash. And that sentiment, however I hiu „ rattle I 
wish impressed upon all the patrons of poor reiu./ 
throughout his majesty’s dominions. ^ 

MissN. {Crosses to 31rs. B.) Mrs. Bromley, I have 
much to say to you. My obligations to you I shall 
never forget. I am not ashamed, even in the presence 
of Sir Harry, to own the distress in which you found 
me. If at any time I have given offence; if under 
your displeasure. I have been impatient, you will 
allow for an education that raised me much above my 
circumstances. That education shall teach me to act 
ns becomes Sir Harry’s lady, with affection, wdlh duty 
to him; and to you. madam, with gratitude, for that 
bounty which saved me from calamity and ruin. 

Mrs. B. Your words overpower me. I feel that I 
have done wrong. I rejoice at your good fortune : 
your merit deserves it. {She takes her hand — they 
retire a little up the stage.) 

Dash. Why this is as it should be. — Mr. Bygrove, 

1 hope soon to wish jou joy. 

Byg. Compared u Malvil, thou art an honest fel- 
low, and I thank yoit 

Dash. Millamom, is there no recompence for your 
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virtue ? in a modern comedy, you would be lewarded 
with a wife. 

Mil. Lady Bell lias more than poetical justice in her 
power. I wish Sir John weie here; he would now 
i^ee me reclaimed from every folly, by that lady. 

Mrs. B. [Advanring between VashwouUl and By- 
grove* — Miss N. is now with Sir Harry.) If it is so, 

I congratulate you both. 

Lady Bell. It is even so, aunt: the whim of the 
present moment. Mr. Millamour has served my ami- 
able friend, and 1 have promised him my hand — and 
so — {Crosses to him and holding up both ^ -• i^ands.) 
— which will you have? PuZ 7 ^<^ -fuout it, and know 
jour own mind if ypu 

Mil. With rat ^/ ^ snatch it to my hcait. 

Lady Sister, what nunnery will you go to? 
Mr, wj; grove, command your son to lake her. 

C^apt. B. That command I have obeyed already. 

Lady Jane, Since the truth must out ; we made 
use of a stratagem to fix my sister and that gentleman. 

Lady Bell, To fix yourself, if you please, 1 knew 
you would be married before me. 

Mil, Dashwould, give me your hand. Your wit 
shall enliven our social hours, and while I laugh with 
you at the events of life, you shall see me endeavour 
to weed out of my own mind every folly. 

Hash, You do me honour, sir ; and if Mr. Bygrove 
will now and then give and lake a joke — 

Byg. As often as you please : — but take my advice, 
and don’t lose your friend for your joke. 

Hash. By no means, Mr. Bygrove — except now and 
then, when the friend is the worst of the two. 

Mil, The varieties of life, till now, distracted my 
attention. 

But when our hearts victorious beauty draws^ 

JVefeel its powW^ and own its sovereign laws; 

To that subservient all our passions move^ 

And even my constancy shall spring from love. 
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It after Tia^^ody 'ti^ made a rnlc, 

To jeat no more, I’ll bo no titt’nng fool, 

To jo£^ you with .i joke in Tragic doze, 

\nd shake the deu-diops from the weepings lose. 

Vriidcs ot each sex atiinu, and who denies ? 

That in eruh tear a nhiinp’rinp f’lipid lies 
'Po snob wise, formal folk, my answer’s simple; 

A thousand Cupid’s revel in a dimple ' 

From their soft nests, with laughter out they rush. 
Perch’d on your heads, like small birds in a bush. 
Beauty resistless in each smile appears : 

Arc yon for dimples, ladies, or for tears ? 

Dare they in Comedy our mirth abiidgc ^ 

Let us stand up for giggling privilege ; 

Assert our rights, that laughter is no sin. 

From the screw’d simper, to the broad-fac’d grin. 

So much for self; now turn we to the Poet : 

“ Know yvur own Mind " — Are any here who kuo^ it ^ 



EPILOGUE- 

To know one’h niintl is a lianl task indeed. 

And liarder still for iis, by all a»rec<l. 

Cards, balls, beaux, feathers, round the eddy uhiilii g. 

Change erery moment, while the liair is curling. 

The Greeks say— Ajwih Hiysilf — I’m sure 1 find, 

I know myselj that 1 don’t Know mtf mtiid. 

Know you your minds, m isc men ?— Come let ns Ij y fLaoktng i/ji } 
I have a worthy cit there in my eye ; 

Tho’ he to sneer at takes much delight. 

He cannot fix where he shall go to niglit • 

His pleasure and his peace are now at strife, 

He lo\e& his bottle, and he fears his wife. 

He'll quit this house, not knowing what tii (k) j 
The ShaksjiCcire’s Head first gnes a pull or two, 

But with a sideling struirgl(‘ he gets thro’; 

Darts across Russel Street * then with new charms, 

The syren, Luxury, his bosom warms, 

And draws him in the \ortex of the Bedford Arm'* 

Happy this night I — But wlien tomes wife ' 

To-morrow f and to-inortow, ' o-^monow 
I ace some laugher^ her; > I'ray vrhu h of y<«. 

Know your own all this house hut few 

Wits never knov thtdr minds; — our Minor Bards 
Changim»‘*ro*^‘ bad to worse, now spin chaiades 
O’ f<aw and Physic w e will draw a curtain ; 
i here nothing but uncertainty is (citain. 

Grave looks, coats, w igs — the Doctors now rtlimpusli < ji, 

They’re right — from Undertakers to distinguith ’( in 
TTie Courtiers, do ’em justice, never doubt, 

Whether 'tis better to he in or out. 

Some Patriots too, know their own mind anrl pi.i , 

They’re firmly fix’d to get tn when they can; 

Gamesters, don’t waver ; they all hazards run, 

For some must cheat, and more must be undruie 
Great Statesmen know their minds, but ne’er u \e.d ein . 

We never know their secrets, ’till wc feel ’em. 

Grant me a favour, Critics- don’t say nay ; 

Be of one mind with me, and like this jday. 

Thence will two wonders rise : Wits wall be kind, 

Nay more — behold a VV'^oman hnowf^ her Mwd, 
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Bemarfesi 


MACBETH. 

M.irlH'tlj lias. been the most popular ot Shaks^peare^ti iia da s • 
'ts lii.iiitit"' ail? ot a more palpable kind, and conu inou hoa e • > tlu 
loinnion app/i hiiiaiou II1..TI thu^i of Loai, Hamlet, or ()the]!(>, Ti/’i'.eJ 

t 

arc >1.1 peihaps sui-K^rior and iiio'st assuri dly do not yield t > f tn i x 
eeUcnce. But however wi luayiankit in th<^ Male with Shik'^piaie 
(ithei plays., it b at all events a most (glorious production, an^i can 
width exalts the poet far above the grciitest Wlitel^ of any t’n n in n.^ 
« o untry 

'i’he Witches appear to lie the most unportaiit point foi iiitfLisni, n< 
writer before Scblegel seems to have thoroughly entered intt* the 1 n 
rits ot this subject, for the defence of the jwet invariably rt sted on tlu 
juaiiriers of the age, which, ihougli it might prove the hetion lo In 
true, as certainly could not prove it to be sublime ; wbilt , viu the othei 
h Did, the attacks were always founded on a comparison with autliori- 
ties that Shakspeare did not own, and by whicli, therefore, he loiild 
not decently be tiicd. Seblegel, perhaps, refines too nuuh^wlun b. 
sriys that the witihes are mere women when speakius? .rnorn:^ 
themselves, and when, addressing Macbeth, are under the iiifiueaLeo 
'.]nrits. We can SIT nothing of all this; the witches in selling them 
selves to the powers of darkness, have ml dod nothing to llico oniri 
mJ statt of womanhood, but the tenfold wish and power to .vi 1 k evil . 
theUfuuaae of a ploughman docs not become more polished or lu*' 
niannorv more elegant, bocauKC' the weaixms of vleath are put int'> b.- 
hands ; he will grow more brutal, and his spiH*eh may Ini moie vi )!ent 
but certainly not more refined. Even so it is with the witches , ificu 
bintriia^'c is coarsi', for where should they have got knowledgt*? Bui 
t hey are tei rible from their power, and hateful from their use of it. li 
my lliinj.*^ were wanted to prove Shakspeare a sublimer poet Bmu 
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vEschylus, or Milton, or Dante, we have it here ; their materials were 
sublime, but Shakspeare has produced as great ctfects from the lowest 
and most disgusting objects : nothing can be more awful than the in- 
cantation-scene, and yet what more base than the ingredients of the 
cauldron ? 

Lady Macbeth is <lr'ivvii with a masterly hand; her crimes and her 
sufferings are of grandeur almost supernatural ; the partial visitings of 
remorse too are in perfect keeping. In the awful hour of night and 
murder, when all nature seems to cry out against the deed, one kindly 
feeling alone clings to her heart, 

‘‘ Had lie not resembled 

My father as he slept, I had done it.’* 

This solitary human expression ca^ts a momentary blaze on the scene of 
horror, only to render the subsequent darkness more tremendous. Let 
any one read this with the fitting circumstances of time and place, and 
lie will feel its force more fully than by any stage representation. It 
is not in the blaze of lights and the presence of numbers that the awe 
of this scene is to be duly estimated; the cricket will not cry, nor the 
owl shriek to the imagination, unless in loneliness and the doubtful 
light of a midnight chamber. 

Macbeth’s character is so beautifully described by his ambitious wife, 
that it seems like presumption to add a jot to her delineation. 

— Thou wouldst be great ; 

Art not without ambition ; but without 

The illness should attend it. What thou wouldst highly, 

That wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play false, 

And yet wouldst wrongly win ; thoudst have, great Glamis, 

That which cries, thus thou must do if thou have it ; 

And that which rather thou dost fear to do. 

Than wishest should be undone.’* Act 1, sc. 5. 

The heroism of Macbeth is the heroism of a mere soldier,— -of the body, 
and not of the mind. In the murder-scene he is an absolute coward ; with 
the witches he is desperate, not resolute ; it is in the field of battle only 
that he is a brave man. It has indeed been said that Shakspeare in- 
tended to show the inseparable connexion between true courage and 
tnondity ; but Shakspeare had too much knowledge of human nature 
to think of any such thing ; daily experience shews us that vice is often 



brave, and virtue cowardly. Besides, he has left us a Richard the Third, 
who was as little to be censured for fear, as praised for goodness, 
lago, moreover, was a very approved soldier, and yet he had a veiy 
indifferent name for virtue. 

The plot de, serves the highest praise ; the very multitude of its inci- 
dents makes the time oi its action seem short ; it is as if the balance 
Tveights had been taken from the clock of time and the wheels ran on 
with unchecked velocity ; three great events take place, and though 
thev must of necessity have happen(‘d at very distant periods, yet the 
pnfj^^iirr n admirably linked them together by minor incidents, that no 
pause occuis, and consequently the unity of time does not appear to be 
vj^ated 

Ot the alterations nothing can be said, unless to express our wonder 
at the stupid barbarians, who dared to lay hands on this perfect work 
with the idea of its improvement. We cannot do better than quote the 
words ot Schlegcl, who to the shame of the nation be it said, has more 
respect for the poet, than the generality of his own countrymen. 

** Lag doch niemand Hand an Shakspcarc’s Werke, urn etwas wesent- 
ich daran zu andern ; es bestraft sich immer selbst.’* 

Let no one lay hand on Shakspeare*s works to alter any thing essen- 
ial , it carries its own punishment with it G. Soanc. 
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MACBETH. 

Firsi dress.“Scarlet plaid vest, kelt and tartan, cap, feathers, and 
rca.-'t-plate —Second dress. — Purple robe, white satin vest, and coro 
et for the head. — Third dress — Kelt, tartan, cap and armour. 
MALCOLM. 

Scarlet and fj^reen plaid vest, kelt, tartan, brea.stplale, cap and 
L'lthcrs. 

KING. 

Crmison velvet robe and vest, richly embroidered 


BANQUO. 

^Creen plaid vest, kelt and tartan, breast-plate and cap. 


Ibid 

Red and blue,— ibid 
Blue and crimson,— ibid. 


MACDUFF. 

LENOX 

ROSSE. 


SIWARD. 

Scrtrlet velvet doublet, trunks and cloak, breast-plate, bat and ti' i 

iiers. 

SEYTON. 

- Cre en plaid vest, kelt and tartan, cap an4 feathers. 

PHYSICIAN. 

Black velvet doublet, trunks, cloak, &c. 

SERJEANT. 

Gieen and red plaid vest, kelt and tartan, cap, Ac. 

MURDERERS. 

Green worsted plaid dresses. 

LADY MACBETH. 

First dress. — Black velvet, trimmed with point lace, and plaid sam- 
riet scarf. — Second dress. — White satin, trimmed with silver, and 
scaj let cloth robe, trimmed with ermine and silver ; coronet for the 
head. — Third dress. — White muslin morning wrapper trimmed with 
iaec, and a veil, — ibid. 


GENTLEWOMAN. 

Green satin dress, trimmed with silver, and spangled veil 
HECATE. 

Blue vest, with stars shaded by blue gauze, Robe of do and cap 
wiiamcnted with snakes. 

WITCHES 

Similar, but varying in colours. 
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Drury- Lane, Covent-Gardetu 

Duncan, (King of Scotland.) Mr. Powell. Mr. Chapman. 


Malcolm Mr. Barnard. Mr. Connor. 

Donalbain Miss Carr. • Mr. Menage. 

Macbeth Mr. Kean. Mr. Macready. 

Banquo Mr. Bcngough. Mr. Egerton. 

Macduff Mr. H. Kemble. h^r. Terry 

r 

LcnoT Mr. Marshall. Mr. JefFcrics. 

Rosse Mr. Holland. Mr. Comer. 

Flcanc Miss A. Carr. Master C. Parsloe. 

Siward Mr. R. Phillips. Mr. Cmmpton. 

Seyton Mr. Ley. Mr. Claremont 

Physician Mr. Maddocks. Mr. Trehy. 

Serjeant.^. Mr. Coveney. 

Murderers } Mess.King& Atkins. 

Lady Macbeth Mrs, W. West. Mrs. Faucit. 

Gentlewoman Miss Tidswell. Mrs. Connor. 

Hecate s . Mr. Smith, Mr. Taylor 

First Witch Mr. Gattie. Mr. Blanchard 

Second Witch Mr. Knight. Mr. Farley. 

Third Witth Mr. Watkinson. Mr. Fawcett. 
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ACTJ. 


SCtlNE I. — The o]^m Country . 

Thunder and Lightning. — Three Witches dis- 
covered. 

1st. Witch. When shall we three meet again. 

In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

2d. Witch. When the hurly-burly*s done. 

When the battle’s lost and won.(l) 

3rf. Witch. That will be ere th’ set of sun. 

J St. Witch. Where the place ?. 

2d. Witch. Upon the heath. 

Zd. Witch. There to meet wiih~ 

I St. Witch. Whom ? 

2d. Witch. Macbeth. 

\st. Witch. {Noise of a cat.) 1 come, Gray-maU 
kin.(2) 

2d. Witch. {Noise of a toad.) Paddock calls. ' 

All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair :(d) 

(1) The battle in which Ms^heth was then enmged. 

(2) From a little black-letter book, entitled^ Beware the Caty 1584, 
1 find it was permitted to a Witch to take on her a ees^tte body nine 
times . — ^To understand this passage, we should aumm^e one familiar 
calling ^ith the voice of a cat, and another with tae croaking of a 
toad. 

(3) The meaning is, that to perverse and malignant as we are, 
fair fj /©»/, erndfeul is /air. 
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2 MACBETH. 

Hover through the fog and filthy air 

{Thunder and Lightning.) 
[Exeunt s 1st. and 2d. Witch, \..n. Sd, Witch, b.h. 

SCENE M.— The Palace of Fores. 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. 

Pinter King Duncan, Malcolm, Donalrain, 
Lenox, Rosse, and Tvx. Chamberlains, with 
keys and wands, i,.u^meeting a bleeding 

CER, S.H. ' 

* \ 
King. {In the Centre.) What bloody .man is that ’ 
He can report, * 

As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai. (l.h.) This is the serjeant, 

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
’Gainst my captivity:— hail, brave friend ! 

Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, 

As thou didst leave it. 

Off. Doubtfully it stood ; 

As' two spent swimmers, that do cling together, 

And choak their art. The merciless Macdowald 
From the western isles 

Of Kernes and Gallow gla8ses(l) is supplied; 

And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 

Show’d like a rebel’s whore :(2) but all’s too weak : 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,) 
Disdaining fortune, with bis brandish’d steel, 

Whidh smok’d with bloody execution, 

Like valour’s minion, 

Carv’d out his passage, till he fac’d the slave ! 

And ne’er shook hands nor bade farewell to him, 

(1) Light spA h mi y armed foot. 

^3) MraaiflyiUiMNBrtam, whUe she smUed oa him, deceived him 
Alluding talmlKitt action, elated hjr which he attempted to 

piirme hatloat his life. 
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Till he unseam’d him from the nave to the chaps. 

And fix’d his head upon our battlements. 

King. O, valiant cousin I worthy gentleman ! 

Off. Maik, king of Scotland, mark : 

No sooner justice had, with valour arm’d, 

Compelled these skipping Kernes to trust their heels j 
But the Norweyan lord, surveying Vantage, 

Witii furbish’d arms, and new supplies of men, 

Began a fresh assault. 


anquo ? 


IKwjjJ^ismay’d 

Oiii captains, Macbeth and panquo? 
o/. Ves; V 

sparrows, eagles; or the hare, the Hon. — 

But I am faint, my gashes cry f|r help. 

King. So well thy words become thee, as thy 
wounds ; 


They smack of honour both : — go, get him surgeons. 

[Exeunt y Officer and Two AttendantSy r.h. 
Who comes here? 


MaL The worthy thane of Fife. 

Len. (r.h.) What a haste looks through his eyes ! 
Rosse. (l.h.) So should he look. 

That seems to speak things strange. 


Enter Macotjff, r.h. 

Macd. God save the king ! 

King. Whence cam’st thou, worthy thane ? 

Macd. From Fife, great king, 

Where the Norweyan banners flout th4sky,(l) 

And fan our people cold. 

Norway himself, with terrible numbers, 

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, a dismal conflict; 

Cl) The sense of the passage collectifefy taken is this* Whert the 
trtt^hant flutttf pfthe Notweyan eWflg/tfs or cools tho 

soldiers who had heen heaUd through the%r ^orts t0 Sfcurs mvh 
ous trophtsM o/vtciorp. 

b2 
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Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapp’d in proof 5 (l) 
Confronted him with self-comparisons, ( 2 ) 

Point against point rebellious, arm ’gainst arm, 
Curbing his lavish spirit : and, to conclude. 

The victory fell on us 
King. Great happiness ! 

Macd. That now 

Sweno, the Norways’ king,ciaves composition 5 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 

Till he disbursed, at Saint inch,(3) 

Ten thousand dollars to oi4 general use. » 

King. No more that th' ne of Cawdor shall decei ve 
Our bosom interest : — pronounce his death, 

And with his former ti^e greet Macbeth. 

Macd. ril see it done. 

[Exeunt Macduff and Lenox ^ r.h. 
King. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won 
[Flourish of TruntpeU and Drums.) 

[Exeunt i l.h. 

SCENE III. — A Heathy and Bridge in the back 
ground^ over the Mountains. 

(Thunder and Lightning.) 

Enter ist. Witch, r.h.s.e. 2d. Witch, l.h.s.e. 
3rf, Witch, r.h. 

1st. fVitch. Where hast thou been, sister ^ 

2d. IVitch. Killing swine. 

3d. Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

1 ^^. Witch* A sailor’s wife had chesnuts in her lap. 
And mounch’d, andinounch’d,^andmounch’d: — Give 
me^ quoth I, 

(1) Defended by armour of proof. 

(2) That is, — gave him as good as he brought, shewed he was his 
equal. 

(3) Colmest* MrA,-— now called Inch comb, is a small island lying m 
the Frith of Edinburgh, with an abbey upon it, dedicated to St. Co- 
himb ; called by Camden, Inch Cotm, or The Isle of Cotumba 
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Aroint thee^ tvitch! {\) the rump-fed(2) ronyon(3) 
cries. 

Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’the Tyger : 
But in a sieve V\l thither sail, (4) 

And, like a rut, without a tail, (5) 
rildo,rildo,andrildo. 

2d. Witch, rilgive thee a wind,(6) 

1st. Witch. Thou art kind. 

3d. Witch. 

vJTfcX. I myselfha>e all the others 
And the very(7) ports theyl)low, 

All the quarters that they know 
T’the Shipman’s card.(8) \ 

I will drain hfm dry as hay ; I 
Sleep shall, neither night nor day, 

Hang upon his pent-house lid ; 

He shall live a man forbid :(9) 

Weary seven-nights, nine times nine, 

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine: 

Though his bark cannot be lost, 


(1) Avauutj or be gone. 

(2) The chief cooks in noblemen’s families, colleges, religious 
liou&es, hospitals, &r. anciently claimed the emoluments or kitchen 
tecs of kidneys, fat, trotters, rumps, &c. which they sold to the poor. 
The weird sister in this scene as an insult on the poverty of the woman 
who had called her witch, reproaches her poor abject state, as not be- 
ins: able to procure 'better provision than offals, which are considered 
as the refii'*e of the tables of others. 

(3j ^'C'lbby or mangy woman. Fr. togneux, royne, scurf. 

(4) Reginald Seott, in his Discovery of Witchcraft , 1584, says it 
was believed tliat witches “ could sail in an eggshell, a cockle, or mus- 
clc shell, through and under the tempestuous seas." 

(5 ) It was the belief of the times that though a witch could assume 
the h>rm of any animal she pleased, the tail would still be wanting. 
Though the hands and feet, by an easy change, might be converted in- 
to the four paws of a beast, there was still no part about a woman 
which corresponded with the length of tail common to almost all our 
four-footed creatures. 

(d) This free gift of a wind is to be considered as an act of sisterly 
friendship, for witches were supposed to sell them. 

(7) Exact. 

(8) The card is the paper on which the winds are marked under the 
pilot’s needle ; or perhaps the sea-chart^ colled in our author’s age. 

(9) Accursed— unhappy, 

B 3 
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Yet it shall be tempest-tost. — 

Look what I have. 

2(1. Witch. Show me, show me. 

1st. Witch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb, 

Wreck’d as homeward.he did come. 

March at a distancp^ l.h.) 
Srf. Witch, A drum, a drum ! 

Macbeth doth come. 

AIL The weird( 1) sisters, hajjd in hand^ ( They join 
handSy and walk rm Ai^iously roumi.) 

Posters of the sea and land^ 

Thus do go about, about.^ 

2d. Witch. Thrice to/thine, — 

^ (Isr. Witch hows thrhe.) 
3d. Witch. And thrice to mine, — 

(3d. Witch hows thrice,) 
\st. Witch, And thrice again, — 

{2d. Witch boics thrice.) 

All, To make up nine. 

Witch. Peace; — the charm's wound up. {IViey 
stand on r.h. of the stage.) 

Enter Macbeth, Banouo, and the Army, mwr the 
Bridge^ I.h.u.k. 

ORDER OF PASSING THE BRIDGE. 

Standard — Six Guards — Band, {playing a March.) 
— Six Officers^Macheth — Banquo — Three Guai ds 
^ — Standard, and Three Guards^ remain on the 
Bridge. 

Mac. Command they make a halt upon the heath. 
{Within.) Halt,— halt,— halt! 

Afac, So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

Bam How far is’t call’d to Fores ? — What are these, 

fl) Wtisfd comes from tlie Anglo-Saxon pjpt), faium, and ia 
jwed aa a substantive signifying a prophecy by the translator of Hector 
Woethmsy in the year 1541, as wCH as for tlic DeMmesy by Chaucer 
and Holinshed, 
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So wither’d and so wild in their attire ; 

That look not like the inhabitants o’the earth. 

And yet are on’t ? — Live you, or are you aught 
That man may question ? ( I ) {Each Witch lays the for - 
fir^gen' of her right hmid on her lipsy and ioith 
her left hand points to Macbeth.) — You seeiB 
to understand me, 

By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips : {Crosses to them.) you should be 
. -oil/fiT, 

«rAnd yet your beards(2) fomid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

Mac. {Qti L.ii.) Speak, if^u cari;^what are you'^ 

1st. Witch. (a.H — Each fVitch takes her finger 
quickly from her lips before she S 2 ^eaks.) All 
hail, (3) Macbeth ! bail to thee, thane of Glamis ! 

2d. Witch. {Next to 1st. Witch.) All hail, Mac- 
beth ! hail to thee, thane of Cawdor ! 

3f/. Witch. {Next to 2d. Witch.) All hail, Macbeth 1 
that shalt be king hereafter. {Each Witch 
drops on her knee. They continue to point at 
Macbeth, till Banquo adjures them — In the 
name of truth,” — at which they all start up.) 

Ban. Good sir, why do you st^rt ; and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fair ? I’tbe name of truth. 

Are ye fantastical,(4) or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner 
You greet with'present grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having, (5) and of royal hope. 

That he seems wrapt(6) withal ; to me you speak not: 
If you can look into the seeds of time, 

And Isay, which grain will grow, and* which will not ; 

(1) That man is permitted U) imld eonrerse, or of whom it is law/iil 
to a^k questions. 

(2) Witches were supposed always to have hair on their chins. 

( All hati is a corruption of ahkael, Saxon, i» e. ceve, mlve. 

(4) Creatures of fantasy or imagination : the question is, are these 
real beings, before us, or are we deceived by illumons of fancy. 

(5) Estate, possession, fortune. 

((>) Rapt is rapturously affected, . 

B 4 
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Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 

Your favours, nor your hate. 

Is/, mtch. Hail ! 

2d. mtch. Hail ! 
mtch. Hail < 

1st. Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

2d. Witch., Not so happy, yet much happier. 

3cL Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though thou b( 
none. 

All. So, all hail, Macbeth^stulMianqui) . 

Banquo, and Macbeth, all h iil ! {Goings r.h.; 

mac {Crosses hastily <p er to the Witches.) Stay, 
— you imperfect |peakers, tell me q^orc : 

By Siners(l) death, I kntow, I am thane of Ghimis; 
But how of Cawdor ? the tliane of Cawdor lives, 

A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be king, 

Stands not within the prospect of belief, 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence? or why, 

Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting ? — 

[Thunder and Lightnings — Witches vanish^ r h. 
Speak, I charge you. 

Ban. The earth bath bubbles, as the water has. 

And these are of them : — whither are they vanished ? 
Mac. Into the air^ and what seem'd corporal, 
melted 

As breath into the wind. — Would they had staid ! 

Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak about ? 
Or have we eaten of the insane root. 

That takes ,the reason prisoner ? 

Mac* children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

Mac. And thane of Cawdor too ; went it not so ? 

Ban. To the self-same tune, and words. — {Trumpet 
sounds^ B,H.) — ^Who^s here? 

Enter Macd&fb and Lknox, r.h. 

king hath happily received, Macbeth, 


(1) The father of Macbeth. 
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The news of thy success : and, when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebel’s fight, 

His wonders and his praises do contend, 

Which should be thine or his; silenc’d with that5(l) 

In viewing; o’er the rest o’the self-same day, 

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 

Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make. 

Strange images of death. As thick as tale, (2) 

Came post with post 5 and every one did bear 
Thy ii! iTis kuigdoSi^ great defence, 

*ind poured them down befljire him. 

Le7i, We are sent, 

•To give thee from our royal rmstcr, thanks; 

Only to herald thee into his sight. 

Not pay thee. 

Macd. And, for an earnest of a greater honour, 

He bade me, from him call thee, thane of Cawdor : 

{Macbeth andBanqno start.) 
In which addition, hail, most worthy thane I 
For it is thine. 

Ba7i. What ! can the devil speak true? {Aside.) 
The thane of Cawdor lives: wljy do you dress me 
In borrow’d robes ? 

Macd. Who was the thane— lives yet ; 

But under heavy judgment beats that life. 

Which lie deserves to lose ; * 

For treasons capital, confess*^) and prov’d 
Have overthrown him. 

Mac. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor ; 

The greatest is behind.— (.4side.) — ^Thanks for youi 
pains. — {To Macd^ 

Do you not hope your children shall be kidgs, 

{Aside to Batiquo.) 

When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis’d no less to theni. 

Ban. That^ trusted(3) homey 

(1) Wrapped in silent wonder at the deeds performed by Mac- . 
beth, dec. 

(2) The news, came as tAicA as a taU can tmvet with a paj/.— Tliat 
is, posts arrived as fast as they could be counted, 

(3) Entirely, thoroughly relied on. — J/ome means to the uttermo*^t. 

B 5 
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Might yet enkmdle(l) you unto ihe crown, 

Besides the thane of Cawdor. But, 'tis strange t 
And otVentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 

Win us with honest trifles to hetray us , 

In deepest consequence.~Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

(They converse apart.) 

Mac, {Aside.) Two truths are told, 

As happy prologues to the swejjjrig^act 
' Of the imperial theme.—I fctfank you, gentieiiiwa. — ^ 
This supernatural solicitin/(2) 

Cannot be ill ; cannot be^bod : — if ill, 

Why hath it given me e^nest of success, 

Commencing in a trutlil? I am thane of Cawdor : 

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion(3) 

Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair. 

And make my seated heart (4) knock at my ribs, 
Against the use of nature ? P/esent fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings: (6) 

My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical, 
Shakes so nly single state of man, (6) that function 
Is smother’d in surmise; and nothing is. 

But what is not. (7) 

Ban. Look, how our partner’s rapt. 

Mac. {Aside.) If chance will have me king; why, 
chance may croWn me, 

Without my stir. 

Ban. New honours come upon him 



fire you. 
\n. 


are of things present, which Macbeth de- 

and ba$ foui:id> to be less than the imag:ination pre- 
sents them while ikt objects yet ^ataat. 

(6) T>oubie and <8i|(iufias g^rtmsrjBoid weak when applied to 

liqnorSt and perhaps to oth^ objeetl* eingte state of Maebeth 
inay ^refore signify his and state of nlind^ 

(7) All powers of action are oppressed and crushed by one orer- 
whdming itnage in the uiind, and nothing is present to me i)ut that 
wblcli is really Aiture. Of things uow about me I have no perception^" 
being tntenlt Wholly on that which has yet no existence ^ — SutmUet is 
speculation, conjecture concerning the future. 
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Like our strange garbients ; cleave not to their iin 9 uld 
But with the aid of use. 

Mac. {Ai>ide.) Come what come may ; 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day^vl) 
Ban. .Worthy Macbeth^ Wt stay upon your leisuj^ii 
Mac. Gi\e me your favour ! (2) —^my dull brain 
wrought (3) 

With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are legister’ci^ where every day I turn 
1 he leaf loVead iTiem (¥J.~Let us toward the king.— 
Think upon what hatli chfnc*d; and at more time, 
The interim having weigh^dUt, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to othe^(Zb£an 9 i/o.) (5) 

Ban. Very gladly. j 

Mac. Till then, enough, — Come, friends. (March,) 

[Eseunt, h.h. 

SefiNE IV*— 7%e Palace at Fores. 

Flourish qf Trumpets and Drums. 

Enter K\^g Duncan, Malcolm, DoHALSAmj Ross k, 
and tivQ Chaml^laim$ 

King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not 
Those in commission .yet returned ? 

MaL (On UH. of Donal.) My l^ge, 

They are not yet come back. 

But I have spoke ^ 

With one that saw him die : who did 
That very frankly be confess'd hb ^ 

Implor’d your h^hpOss’ pardpn ; and lt>rtU 
A deep repentance ; - lining in hia.life 
Became him, like leaving i%\ ha died 

(1) I. €. 7%e with his hatirs^ 

(2) Indu^enqe, pardon. ^ 

(3) ITorAffrf, pwt into 

(4) He means diat they 4re registered hi the taJsild^book of his heart. 
So Hamlet speahs isf the Mh of his memory. 

(5) You harioif welghedi^/ th, the tntetim, 

B 6 
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As one that had been studied, in h!^ death (1) 

To throw away the dearest thing he ow'd. 

As ’twere a careless trifle. 

King. There’s no art, 

Ta find the mind’s construction in the face ,(2) 
was a gentleman on whom 1 built 
An absolute trust. — 

Enter MAcntJFE, Macbeth, Banquo, and Lknox, l h 

0 worthiest cousin ! « 

The sin of my ingratitude en now 
Was heavy on me ; thou Rti so far before, 

<iiviftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee ’Would thou hadst less deserved , 
That the "proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine 1 only I have left to 
More is thy due than more than all can pay.G'i) 

Mac, The service and the loyalty I owe, 

In doing it pays itself. Your highness’ part 

Is to receive our duties : aiKl our duties 

Are to your thtone and state, children and servants ; 

Which do but what they should, by doing every thin 

Safe toward your Ipve aod honour. 

King. Weleome hither : 

1 have begun to plant thee, and will labour 

To make thee fulj of growing. (4) — {Machetk crosses 
behind to i|.H«)*^Noble Banquo, 

That hast ao less deserv’d, nor must be known 
No ||iS8 to hM done so •, let me enfold thee, 

And ^ heart. 

J3m. iIMp if 1 grow. 

The harve^l^ own. 

King* My penteotts joys, 

(1) Instiucted ia the att of It was usual to say studied for 

ie^med hs ^ 

(2) We eenJWlf W of the mmd hy thf 

ImeaT^ents * 

(3) More in. due <0 thee^ titan, I wi# dot say but mun than allf 

I. e. th^g reatest recoxnpeiise, can pay. 

(4j|^uberant, perl^t, complete In thy ^Wth. 
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Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow-— Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 

And you whose places are the nearest, know, 

We will establish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm; whom we name hereafter, 

The Prince of Cumberland bow to Malc^lnk) 

which honour must 
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only, 

But signs of n^leneas like stars shall shine 
On a^l ^^aelrvers.*" Ftoin hence to Inverness, 

‘And bind us further to you, {To Mucbeth.) 

Mac, Tlie rest is labour which is not usM for you ; 
ril be myself the harbinger^nd make joyful ^ 

The hearing of my wife with’your approach; 

So, humbly take my leave. 

King, My worthy Cawdor.— 

{The King and nobles retire v,p the stage,) 
Mac, {Crosses to r.h.) {Aside,) The Prince of Cum- 
berland !— That is a step, 

On which I must fall down^ or else o'er-leap, 

For in roy way it lies. Stars, hide yoar fires! 

Let not li^ht see my black deeO desires : 

The eye wink at the hand ! yti let tWal be. 

Which the eye fears, wheU ilis done to see.[£jrs/, r,h. 
King. {Advancing,} True, worthy Banquo : be is 
full so valiant :(1) 

And in his commendations 1 fed ; 

It is a banquet to me. Let Us afl^r him, 

Whose care is gone before %b bid u$ weLpdme ; 

It is a peerless kinsman. r.h. 

{Flourish of trunks 

SCENE V^^^aebe(h*s*%etk0t^^^^» 

Enter Lady tm^ng a Letter, 

Lady M* — Th^ met mfi^theJ^b/suedessj and 
I have learned hy they have 

imre in them thm, moitHt tm^e^ge. When I 

(1) He is to the fhll SS vallmit as you have described Him. 

(2) By the best mteUisence. 
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humed in desire to question them further^ they made 
themselves — air^ into which they vanished^ Whiles 1 
stood rapt in the wonder ofify came missives (1) from 
the kingy who all haitedme Thaue oi Cawdor; by whn h 
title j before, these weird sistiis saluted mey^and re- 
ferred me to the commg on of time withy Hail, Itin^ 
that blmlt be! This have 1 thought i^ood to deliver 
thee, my dearest partner of greatness; that thou 
might not lose the dues of rejoicing -byj}eing igno- 
rant qf what greatness h promised thee, isn^it to 
thy hearty and farewell, 

Glamis thou art, and Caw(^r ; and shalt be 
What tbpu art promised :^yet do I fear thy nature ; 

It is too full o’ the milk oY human kindness. 

To catch the nearest way : thou wouldst be great ; 

Alt not without ambition; but without 
The illness should attend it. What thou wouldst 
highly, 

That wouldst thou hoUly ; wouldst not play false, 

And yet wouldst wrongly win; thou’dst have, gieat 
Glami% 

That which cries, Thus thou must dOy if thou have \i; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do, 

Than wishest should be undone- Hie thee hither, 
That 1 may pour my spiiits in thine ear ; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, (2) 
Which fate and metaphysical (3) aid doth seem 
To have thee crowned withal. * 


^ JSnfar Ssurotf, l.h. 

What i$ v0nr tidings ? 

Sey. Irtie king comes here to-night, 

Z^ady M, Thou*rt mad to say it i 
Is not thy master with iiim ? ^no, were’t so. 

Would hive inform’d for pteparstion ? 

So pieaseyou, it is true: our thane is coming : 


(1) Messenger)!, 
(2^ Diadem. 
^u;>ernataral. 
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One of my fellows had the speed of him ; 

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

Lady iff. Give him tending, 

He brings great news. [Exit Seyfon, t.u. 

The raven himself is hoarse. 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Dunqan 
Under my n^ttlements. Come, all you spirits 
That tend on\iortal thoughts, (1) unsex me here ; 

And iTii me, ’from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood. 

Stop up the access and passage to remorse ;(2) 

That no compunctious visitings of nature 

Shake my fell purpose; not keep pace between 

The effect and it ! (3) Come to my woman’s breasts, 

And lake my milk for gall, (4) you murdering ministers, 

Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on nature’s mischief ! (5) Come, thick night, 

And pall (6) thee in the duiinest smoke of hell ! 

That my keen knife(7) see not the wound it makes; 
Nor heaven peep through the bianket(8) of the dark, 
Tocry, Ao/rf/~(9) 


(1) This expression significB not tht thon^hU o/murfahy bat %i\m- 

tUrous, thadUf, pr designs. 

(2) , In ancient language j>ignifies pity. 

(3) Lady Macbetirs puipose to be effected by acliou /« iifpp 

p»n<e hit'Vftn th^ and tneaUt^ to delay the execution of 
her pui pose ; to prevent its proceeding to For as long as there 

should be a peace between the effect and purpose^ or, in other woids, 

hostibties were commenced, till Some bloody actiditi should be per* 
formed, her j)iirpose, (that is, the murder of Duncan) couldi not be car- 
ried bito exet ntion. 

(4) Take away my m%lhy and put s^ll into |hepbUH£ 

rbj Natures is miseluef done toh^ture, rlolation of na- 

ture’s Older committed by wickeduoss* 

(()) Wrap, invest, 

(7) Kfti/e was anciently to express a sw^rd 

(8 ; Blanket was pefl^ps suggested to our |poet by tfie coarse u attlleu 
curtain of his own theatre, through wluch^ probably, while the house 
was yet but half lighted, he had himsdf peeped. 

(9j Tlie thought istahdn froth the old laws wlm h infliettd ( a- 

pital punishment upon ^‘whosoeW shalUtrike stroke at his adversary 
either in the heat or otherwise, if a third do cry holdi to the intent to 
part them, except that they did fight a combat in a place enclosed and 
then no man shall,heigitody.,asttp hid general. 
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MACBETH.* 


Enter Macbeth, i-.h* 

Great Glamis 1 worthy Cawdor ! 

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 

Thy letters have transported me beyond 
^This ignorant present, (1) and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Mac. My dearest love, 
j Duncan comes here to-night. 

J Lady M. And when goes hence ? 

Mac, To-morrow, as he purposes, 
if Lady M* O, never ^ 

I Shall sun that morrow see 1 
I Your face, ray thane, is as a book, where men 
May read strange matters beguile the time, 

j I*ook like the time ; beat welcome in your eye, 

' Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent flower, 
But be the serpent under it. He that’s coming 
Must be provided for : and pu shall put 
This night’s great business into my despatch ; 

Which shall to all our eights and days to come 
Give%oIely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Mac, We will speak further. , 

Lady M, Only look up clear : 

To alter favour (8) ever is to feat : 

Leave all the rest to me* [Exeunt^ r.h. 

SCENE VI.-— 77ie Gatea of Inverness Castle^ 

A flfiimtsh of trumpets and drums. 

Enter King Doncan^ fiANocro, Malcolm, Donal- 
BAiN, MACOOrr, Jjtltdox, Rossk, and two Cham- 


(1) fgnwant has here the of unkmu'ing , that ib, i teel 

by aaUcipatioa those future honours, of Jrhich aceording to the procesH 
of nature, the preset time Wbuld be 

(2) Thy looks ate such as Will awakelt men’s curiosity, excite their 
. attention, and make room for suspidou. 

Look. 
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herlains, b.h.s.e. — (Afalcolm, IDonalbain^ and 
Macduff y pahsover behind to l.h.) 

King. This castle hath a pleasant seat;(l) the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto ou# gentle senses. (9) 

Ban. \Qhis guest of summer. 

The templNljaunling martlet, does approve. 

By his lov’d nhipsionry, that the heaven’s breath 
Smells gl^ere: no jutty frieze, 

Bui ti ess, nor coigne of vantage, (3) but this bird 
Hath made his pendent bed, and procreant cradle . 
Where they most breed and haunt> I have observed, 
The air is delicate. 

% 

Enter Lady Macbbtb, Skvton, md two LadieSy 
through the gate^ 

Kinq. See, see! our honour’d hostess !— 

{All bow to Ijody Macbeth.) 
The love that follows us, sometime is out* trouble, 
Which still we thank as love, Hereiu I teach you, 
How you shall bid heaven yield(4) ii^ fOr your painii. 
And thank us for your trouble* 

Ladi/ Mn All our service 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 

Weie poor and single business, to contend 
Against those honouis deep and broad wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house: for those of old. 

And the late dignities heap’d up to them. 

We rest your hermit8.(5) 

King. Where’s the thane of Cawdor } 

We coursed biip at the heels,, and bad a purpose 
To be his purveyor : hut he rides well ; 

And his great love, llhaip as his spur^ hath holp him 

(1) Situation, 

(2) Senses atctiotbiti|^ More ihm eauh Hime. Geiithst7i^( K 

voiy clea^anl, as it means phcidy and intiinateb tlie 

peace able deliifht of a fine day. 

( i) Convenient corner. 

(4) Kcivaid — So Ophelia, ** Ckid *ield you." 

(5) Wt, as hermits, Jor yew. 
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To liis home before us : fair and noble hostess, 

We are your guest to night. 

Ladij Your servants ever 
Have tiieirs; themselves, and what is theirs, in cornpt,(l) 
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure, 

Still to return your own. 

King. Give me you r hand; 

Conduct me to* mine host; we love him h’ghly. 

And shall continue our graces towards !iim. 

By your leave, hostess.’ — {jrakes Ladj/ M's hand.) 
{Flourish of trumpets and drums.) 

' {^Kxeunt through the gate. 

SCENE VII, — Macbeth*s Castle at Inverness, 

Enter MAc^jR/rp, r.h. 

Mae, If it were dope, when 'tis done, then "twere 
well 

It were done ouickly ; if the assassination 
Could tramm^ (2) up the consequence, and catcii, 
With his surcease, (d) success : — •that but thi^ blow 
Might be the be-all, and the end-all, here, 

But here, ujion this flank and shoal of time, (4) — 
We'd jump(5) the Uttie to come, — But, in these cases, 
We still have judgement here, that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : this even-handed justice 
Commends(6) the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips.— He's here in double trust ; 

First, as I am his kinsman and bis subject, 

Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host, 

Who should against his murderer shut the door, 

Not bear the knife myself.— Besides, this Duncan 

1 ) Sbbject to accomi;)t< 

( 2 ) Tr ammt I 

(3) Cessation, stop. 

(4) By the of our irathor weans the sballow I6rd of life^ 
bet^reen us and the abyss of etemiW. 

(5) We*d htisafd or ma the risk Of vhat n^ht happen in a future 
ygUte of being. 

This verb has many shades of meaning. It seems here to signify 
recommends. 
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Halil borne his faculties(l) so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office^ that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, tiumpet-tongu’d, against 
The deep damnation of his taking off : 

1 have mi spur 

To pricll the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting\ml)ition, which o’erleaps itself. 

And falls onShe other— how now ! what news^ 

' /TwWr Lady Macbkth^ r.h. 
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Lady M. He has almost supped: why have you 
left the chamber ? 

Mac. Hath he asked for me ? 

Lady M. Know you not, he has? 

Mac. We will pioceed no further in this business : 
He hath honoured me of late ^ and 1 have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss> 

Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady 4^* Was the hope drunk, 

Wherein you dressed yourself? hatlf it slept since : 
And wakes it now, to look so green ahd pale 
At what it did so freely ? From this time, 

Such 1 account thy love. — (Crosses to Art thou 

afeard 

To be the same in thine own act and valour, 

As thou art in desire t Wouldst thou have that 
Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life 
And live a coward in thine own esteem, — 

Letting 1 dare not wait upon, I woul^, 

Like the poor cat i'the adage? (2) 

Mac. Trythee, p<?ace : 

I dare do all that may become a man | 

Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady M. What beast was it then. 

That made you break this enterprise to me ? 

(1) Faculties, for oAce, exercise of power. 

(2) The adage alluded to is, the cat IcvetJUh, bat daret not met her 
/at 
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When you durst do then you were a man ; 

And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor place, 

Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 

They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. 1 have given sue]* i and lyoow 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks ; 

I woul3, while it was smiling in my 
Have pluck’d my nipple from his bon^ss gums 
And dash’d the brains out, had I so sworn 
As you have done to this, 

Mac. If we should fail ?— 

LadyM. We fail !~ 

But screw yottr courage to the sticking-place,()) 

And we’ll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 

(Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey 
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassd so convince, (2) 

That memory, the warder of the brain, 

Shall be a futne, and the receipt(3) of reason 
A limbeck(4) only ; when in swinish sleep 
Their dreQched(5) natures lie, as in a death. 

What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon 
His spungy officers 1 who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? (6) 

(1) Shakspeare took hia metaphor from the srtewtTig up the choirls 
of stringed instrmnents to their proper degree oi tension, when the pig 
remains fe^t in its sUcking-plate, i. e. in the place from which it ib not 
to rnove^ 

(2) Overpower, subduc.'-^JfW^rf-^ancicntly called Wa$t haile, was 

an annual custom observed in the country on the vigil of the new year 
Wa^p hmle^ and were the usual phrases of quaihng among 

the English. Wttssel or Wmail is a word stUl in use In the midland 
countries, and signifies at present what ia called Lamb*s-wool, i. e 
roast ( d applet in ^rong beer, with sugar and $picc. Wamh is some- 
times used for general not, intemperance, or festivity. On the present 
occasion, it evidently means intemperance. 

(3) Receptacle. 

(4) The UmhUch is the teasel, through which distilled liquors pass 
Jnto the recipient. So shall it be with memory \ through trhlch wry 
ptliing shall pass and nothing remwn. 

(5) Soaked, saturated With liquor. 

Quell it mu? der, 7nanqiiellirshQ\n^, in the old language, the term 
for ^lurdtr is now used. 



MACBETH. 21 

Mac. Bring forth men-children only ! 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv’d, (1) 

When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chambefy and us’d their very daggers. 

That thw have dpn’t ? 

Lady\M. Who dares receive it other. 

As we shaKmake ovfr griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his desfc^^ 

Mac. I am ^tled, and bend(2) up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.— 

Away, and mock the time with fairest show : 

False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 

[Exeunty r.h. 


KND OV THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT IL 

SCENB l.-^Macbeth*s Castle at Inverness.— T/u 
Galltrym 

Enter BaNquo and Flbance, with a Torch, a.H 

Ean. How goes the night, boy ? 

E/e. The moon Is down ; I have nX)t heard the 
clock. 

Ban. And she goes down at twelve. 

E/e. I take’t ’tis later, sir. 

B^. There’s husbandry (3) in heaven, 

Their candles are all out.— 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me. 

And yet I would not sleep ; merciful powers, 

(1) Understood, apprshooded. 

(2) A metaphor from the bow, 

(3) Thrift, frugality. 
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Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repose ! 

jBw/er Skyton with a JhrcA, onct Macbeth, ^.h.d. 
Who's there ? 

Mac, A fiiend. i 

Ban, What, sir, not yet at rest ? The kingjt a-bed : 
He bath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent- forth great largess to your offices y(l) 

This diamond he greets your wife wi 

By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up (2) 

In measureless content, 

Mac. Being unprepar’d, 

Our will became the servant to defect ; 

Which else should free have wrought. 

Ban, Airs well. — 

I dreamed last night of the three weird sisters ; 

To you they have show’d some truth. 

Mac, I think not of them : 

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve, 

Would spend it in some words upon that business, 

If you would grant the time. 

Ban, At your kind's! leisure. 

Mac, If you shall cleave to my consent, when 'tis, 

It shall make honour for you. (3) 

Ba?i So I lose none, 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchis’d, and allegiance clear, 

I shall he counserd. 

Mac. Good repose the while 1 
Ban, Thanks, sir : the like to you ! 

tISseuni Fleance^and Banquoy l.h.u.e* 
Mac. Go, bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready, 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 

[Emt Seyton, lm. 

( 1 ) Rooms appropriated to servants ; perhaps it should be read officers 

(2) Shut upy is to coudude. 

(3) i e. If you will doady adhere to my cause, if you will promote 
as far as you can, what is likely to eoutnbute to my satisfaction and 

Vw, when the prophecy of the weird sisters is fulfilled, 
when lam seated on the thrdne, tiie evdnt shall make honour for you. 

A, 
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Is this a dagger, which I see before me, 

The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch 
thee 

1 have thee not; and yet 1 see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To teelinir as to sight or art thou but 
A daggerw the mind ; a false creation, 
i'loceedin^fj'Qm the heat-oppress’d brain ? 

1 set* thee yet, u\ form as palpable 
As this which mU I draw. 

Thou marshar«t me the way that I was going; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes aie made the fools o* the other senses, 

Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still ; 

And on thy blade and dudgeon, (!) gouts(2) of blood. 
Which was not so before. — 1 here”'- no such thing : 

It is the bloody business, which informs 
"^Chus to mine eyes. — Now o’er the one half world 
Nature &eems dead, (3) and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain'd sleep j now wUhcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s offerings ; and wither’d murder, 
Alarum’d^by his sentinel, the wolf, 

Whose howl’s his watch, thus with Ids stealthy pace, 
Towards his design 

Moves like a ghost,-— Thou sure and firm-set earth, 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk,(4) for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my where-about, 

And take the present horror from th^'time. 

Which now suits with it. {A clock strikes two^ b.h.) 

I go, and it is done,; the belUnvites me. 

Hear it not, Duncat) t for it is a knell 

That summons thee td heaven, or to heU.[JS;rtV, r.h.d . 

0rhui%d^ and lightning.) 

* 

(1) Though sotaetimes sigaifies a it more proper- 

ly rnefins the haft or han^k of a dagger. 

(2) Spots. ^ 

(d ) Tliatis, over mtr hmi$pher€ aU Motion &nd motion tetmto have 
ttaeid. 

(4) Macbeth would have aottidf|g break throafli the universal sUence 
that added such a horror to tM^ight, as Aultea well with the bloody 
deed he was about to perform. 



24 


MACBBTH. 


Enter Laot M.vcBhTM, l,h 

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold ; 

What hath quench’d them, hath given fne fire if— hark ' 
—Peace ! f 

It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bell man, 

Which gives the stern’St good night. , *He is about it : 
The doors are open; and the surfeited^. ooins 
Do mock their charge with snores :(1) I have drugg’d 
their possets. 

That death and nature do contend about them. 
Whether tl^ live or die. 

Mac. {Wtthin, b.h.) Who’s there ?— what, ho ! 
Ladif M. Alack 1 1 am afrtdd they have awak’d. 

And ’tis not done the attempt, and not the deed. 
Confounds u$ : hark I— I laid their daggers ready. 

He could not miss them. Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done’t. My husband > 

Enter Macbeth, b.h.o. toith two bloody <^gtri>. 

Mac. I have done the deed :— didst thou not hear a 
noise ? 

Lady M, I heard the owl scream, and the crickets 
cry. 

Did not you speaks 
Mac. When ? 

Lady M. Now. 

Mac. As I descended? 

Lcbdy M. Ay. 

Mac. Hark !‘>~Who lies i’the second chamber > 
Lady M. Honalbain. 

Mac. This is a sorry sight. {Looking on his hands.) 
Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. 
Mae. There^s one did laugn in his sleep, and one 
cry’d nrnrder! 

fl) That is, by going to SlMp, thoy'i^e and make light of the trust 
reposed .in them. 
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That they did wake each other ; 1 stood and heard them ; 
But they did say their prayers^ and addr^ssM them 
Again to sleep. 

Lady M. There are two lodgM together. 

Mac. One cried^ God bless us, and Amen, the 
other ; 

As(l) they^had seen me, with these hangman’s hands^ 
Listening thX;r fear, (3) I could not say, amen, 

When they did say, God bless us. 

Lady M. Coae'der it not so deeply. 

Mac. But wherefore could not I pronounce, amen ? 
1 had most need of blessing, and amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 
After these ways i so, it will make us mad. 

Mac. Methought, I heard a voice cry, Sleep no 
more / 

To all the hopse ; — 

Glamis hath murdered sleep ; and th^efore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, Macoetk shall sleep no more ! 
Lady M. Who was it, that thus cried ? Why, wor- 
thy thane, 

You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brain-sickly of things : go, get some water, 

And wash this filthy witness from your hand.— 

Why did you bring these daggers from the place ? 
They must lie there : go, carry them ; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Mac. ril go no more : 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; 

Look on’t again I dare not. 

Lady M. Infirm of purpose 1 
Give me the daggers 5 the sleeping, and the dead, 

Are but as pictures : ’tis the eye of childhood. 

That fears a painted devil. — ^If he do bleed, 
ril gild the faces of the grooms withal, 

For it must seem their guilt. r.h.o. 


Ci; As if. 

(2) Listening to their fear«, 


c 
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Mac. {Knocking within^i^Mn) Whence ]s that knock- 
ing ? 

How is^t with me, when every noise appals me ? 

What hands are here ? Hal they pluck out mine eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from niv hand ? No, this my hand will ratliei 
The multitudinous seas incarnadine,(l) 

Making the green— one red. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, 

Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. {Knocking ivithin^ i n.) 
I hear a knocking 

At the south entry : retire we to our chamber : 

A little water clears us of this deed : 

How easy is it then ? Your constancy 

Hath left you unattended. (Knocking within^ i.K.) 

Hark! more knocking: 

Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call us, 

And shew us to be watchers.— Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Mac. To know my deed, 'twere best not know 
myself. {Knocking withbiy l.h.) 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking I Ay, 'would thou 
could’st! {Knocking vAthin,h.ii,)[Exennt^j .h. 

Enter Seyton, Macdufe, and Lbnox, d.h.u.l. 

Macd* Was it so late, friend, 'ere you went to bed, 
That you do lie so late ? 

Sey. 'Faith, sir, we were caiousing till the second 
cock. (2) 

Macd* 1$ thy master stirring ?— 

Our knocking has awak'd him : here he comes. 

Enter Macbeth, d.h. 

Len, Good- morrow, noble sir ^ 

(1) To stain nn> thing of a flesh colour, or red 

[ 2 ) Cock crowing 
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Mac. Good-morrow, both ! \JExit Seytoniy i .n. 
Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ? 

Mac, Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him : 
I have almost slipped the hour. 

3Iac. iFll bring you to him. 

JIfacd.Sj know this is a joyful trouble to you ; 

But yet one. 

Mac, The labour we delight in, physics(l) pain. 
This is the door: 

Macd. ril make so bold to call. 

For 'tis my nmited(2) service. [Exity r. h.d. 

Len. Goes the king from hence to-day ? 

Mac. He does : he did appoint so. 

JLen. The night has been unruly : where we lay. 
Our chimneys were blown down: and, as they say, 
Lamentings heard i’tbe air; strange screams of death, 
And prophesying, with accents terrible, 

Of diie combustion, and confus’d events, 

New-hatch*d to the woeful time: the obscure bird 
Clamour’d the live-long night: some say, the earth 
Was feverous, and did shake. 

Mac. ’Twas a rough night. 

Len, My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Enter Macduff, r,h*d. 

Macd. O horror ! horror ! horror ! Tongue, nor 
heart. 

Cannot conceive, nor name thee ! 

Mac. and Len, WhaFs the matter? 

Macd. Confusion now hath made his master-piece ^ 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke Oj^ 

The Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o’the building. 

Mac. What is’t you say ? the life ? 


(1) Affords a cordial to it. 

(2) Appointed. 
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Len, Mean you hiS majesty ? 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy youi 
sight 

With a new Gorgon do not bid me speak ; 

See, and then speak yourselves 

[Krcunt Macbeth and Lenoir, r.h.d. 
Awake ! awake !— 

Ring the alarum-bell Murder ! and treason ! 
fianquo, and Donalbain 1 Malcolm ! awake 
Shake oflf this downy sleep, death’s cottUterfeit, 

And look on death itself !— -up, up, and see 

The great doom’s ima^e ! Malcolm 1 Ban^uo ! 

As from your graves rise up, and walk like s]»ites. 

To countenance this horror./ {Tht bell rings out.) 

Entet Bamouo and Rossb, l.h.c.r. 

O, Banquo, Banquo, 

Our royal master’s murder'd ! 

Enter Macbkth and Lbnox, r.h.1]i. 

Mac. Had I but died an hour before this chance, 

I had liv’d a blessed time j for, from this insiapt. 
There’s nothing serious in mortality i 
All is but toys s renown, and grace, is dead j 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
• Is left this vault to brag of. 


Enter Malcolm and Donalbain, R.H.t7.E. 

Mai. What is amiss? 

Mm. You are, and do not know it. 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopp’d : the very source of it is stopp'd. 

Macd. Your royal father’s murder’d. 

Q,bywhom? . .^ . . . „ 

ulUn. Thoscof hw chamber, as it seem d, bad done t : 
Er hands and faces were all badg’d with blood, 
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So were their daggers^ which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows ; they star’d, and were distracted ; 
No man’s life was to be trusted with them. 

[EseWtt Donalboin and Malcolm, r.h.d. 
Mac. O yet, I do repent me of my fury. 

That I did kill them. 

Macd, 'Wherefore did you so ? 

Mac, Who can be wise, amaz’d, temperate, and 
furious, 

Loyal and neutral in a moment ? No man : 

The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the pauser reason.~-Here lay Duncan, 

His silver skin lac’d with his golden blood ; 

And his gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in nature. 
For ruin’s wasteful entrance : there the murderers, 
Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore :(l) who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make his love known ^ 

Bern. Fears and scruples shake us i 
In the gr^t hand of heaven I stand: and, thence, 
Against tne undivulg’d pretence (2) I. fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Mck. And so do I. 

All. So all. 

Macd. Let’s briefly put on manly readiness, 

And meet i’the hall tt^ether ; 

And question this most bloody piece 6f work, 

To know it further. 

AH, Well contented. 

[Exeunt, Mac. and Len. r.b. the rest, l.h. 

% 

SCENE ir.— ff'bod on the shirt of a Heath. 
{Thunder and XdghtnUm,) 

Enter the three Witches, and a chorus q/" Witches. 

Isr Witch. Speak, sister, speak jo-is the deed done ’ 

(1) The expression may mean, that the dag((er8 were covered with 
blood, quite to their breeches, i, e. or 

(2) IritenlioU;, desitrn. 

c 3 
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2d Witch, Long ago, long ago ; 

Above twelve glasses since have run . 

Witch. Ill deeds are seldom slow, 

Nor single ; following crimed on former wait ; 

The worst of creatures fastest propagate. 

Chor. Many more murders must tills one ensue: 
Dread horrors Still abound. 

And every place surround, 

As if in death were found 
Propagation too. 

\ St Witch. He must,— 

2d Witch. He shall,— 

tid Witch. He will spill much more blood. 

And become worse, to make his title good. 

Chorus, He must, he will spill much more blood, 
And become worse, to make his title good. 

1st Witch. Now let’s dance. 

'2d Witch. Agreed. 

3cZ Witch, Agreed. 

Char, We should rejoiee when good kings bleed. 
1st Witch. When cattle die, about we go ; 

When lightning and dread thunder , 

Rend stubborn rocks in sunder, 

And fill the world with wonder, , 

What should we do ? 

Chor. Rejoice, we should r^oice. 

2d Witch. When winds and waves are warring, 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing, 

And monarchs die despairing, 

What should we do? 

Chor. Rejoice, we should rejoice. 

3(t Witch, LePs have a dance upon the heath, 
We gain more life b^ Duncan's death. 

1st Witch. Sometimes like brinded cats we shew, 
Having no music but our mew. 

To which we danOe in sOme old mill, 

Upon the hopper* atone, or wheel. 

To some old saw, or bardish rhyme,— 

Hilior. Where still the mill-clack does keep time. 
JfttcA. Sometimes about a hollow tree. 
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Around^ around, around dance we ; 

Thither the chirping cricket comes, 

And beetle singing drowsy hums ; 

Sometimes we dance o’er fern or fczc, 

To howls of wolves, or barks of cuts ; 

And when with none of those we meet, — 

Chor* We dance, to th’ echoes of our feet. 

{Thunder^ Sfc.) 

3d Witch. At the night-raven’s dismal voice, 

When others Uemble, we rejoice. 

Chor. And nimbly, nimbly, dance we still. 

To th’ echoes from a hollow hill. [Exeunt^ severally. 

END OF ACT 11. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Macbeth's Castle at Inverness. 

Enter Macduff, l.h. meeting Lenox, r.h. 

Leiu How goes the world, sir, now ? 

Macd. Why, see you not ? 

Len. Is’t known, who did this more than bloody 
deed ? 

Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slain. 

Len. Alas, the dRy ! 

What good could they pretend ?(i) 

Macd. They were suborn’d T 
Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king’s two sons, 

Are stol’n away and fled } which puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 

Len. ’Gainst nature still 
Thriftless ambition, that will ravin up 
Thine own life’s means ! — ^Then ’tis most like, 

The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 


c 4 


(1) Intend, design. 
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Macd, He is already nam’d } and gone to Scone, 
To be invested. 

XrCTi. Where is Duncan’s body ? 

Macd, Carried to CoImeS-kill ;(1) 

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors. 

And guardian of their bones. 

JLen. Will you to Scone ? 

Macd. No, cousin, i’ll to Fife. 

Len. Well, I will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you see things Well done there; 
— adieu !— 

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new I 

[Exeuntf Macd. r.jb, Len. ua. 

SCENE II. — The Palace at Fores. 

.En^er B anquo and Fi.eancb,r.h. 

Ban. Thou hast it now. King, Cawdor, Glamis, all. 
As the weird women promis’d ; and, 1 fear, 

Thou play’dst inost foully for't ; ^et it was said. 

It should not stand in thy posterity : 

But that myself should be the root and father 
Of many kings : if there come troth from them,— 

As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine, — (2) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well. 

And set me up in hope ? 

(Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.) 
But, hush ; no more. 

Enter Macbbth, as King; Sbtton, Lbmox, Rossb, 
and Attendants f through the gates. 

Mac. Here’s our chief guest : 

If he had been forgotten, 

(ly Or Colm^kiU, ib tlid famons Iona, one of the westei^n isles. It 
calle4 IjiolmkHh KtU, in the Erse langruage, signifies a bury- 



MEACBBTH. 33 

It had been as a gap in our great feasf^ 

And all things unbecoming*— 

To-night, we hold a solemn supper, sir, 

And ril request youi* presence. 

Ban, Let your highness 
Command upon me : to the 'Vhich, my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Mac, Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban, Av,njj good lord. 

Mac, We should have else desir’d your good 
advice— 

Which still hath been both grave and prosperous, — 
In this day’s council 5 but ice’ll take to-morrow. 

Is’t far you ride ? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
'Twixt this and supper : go not my horse the better,( 1) 
I must become a borrower of the night, 

For a dark hour, or twain. 

Mac. Fail not our feast. 

Ban. lord, I will not. 

Mac. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow’d 
In England, and in Ireland; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide^ filling their hearers 
With strange invention ; but of that to-morrow ; 
When, therewithal, we shall have cause of state, 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : adieu, 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleapce with you ? 
Ban, Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon us 
Mac, 1 wish your horses swift, and sure of foot ; 
And so I do commend(2) you to their backs. 
Farewell,— [Eseunt Banquo oMd Fleance^ 

Let every man be master of his time 
Till seven at night ; to make society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till supper-time alone : while then, heaven be with you! 
{Exeunt^ all but Mac. and Sey* through the ens^ 
tie gates, 

(1) That is, if he does not go well, Shakspeare often the * 
paative for the positive and hu portative, 

[ 2 ) Send, or diMmsb you to mount them. 

o5 



34 MACBETH. 

Sirrah, a word : attend those men our pleasure ? 

Sey. They are, my lord, without the palace gate, 

Mac, Bring them before us . — \Exit 
To be thus, is nothing : — 

But to be safely thus our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep : and in his royalty of nature(l) 

Reigns that, which would be fear’d t 'tis much he dares j 
And, to(2) that dauntless temper of his mind, 

He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none, but he. 

Whose being I do fear : and, under him, 

My genius is rebukM: as, it is said, 

Mark Antony’s was by Caesar. He chid the sisters, 
When first they put the name of king upon me. 

And bade them speak to him; then, prophet«>like, 
They hail’d him father to a line of kings ; 

Upon my head they plac’d a fruitless crown, 

And put a barren sceptre in my gripe. 

Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal hand, 

No son of mine succeeding. If it be so. 

For BanquC’s issue have I ’fil’d(3) my mind 5 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder’d ; 

And mine eternal jewel 

Given to the common enemy of man, 

To make them kings. — The seed of Banquo kings ! — 
Rather than so, come, fate, into the list, 

And champion me to the utterance !(4) 


(1 ) Nobleness, supreme excellence. 

(2) In addition to. 

(3) Deaied, 

(4j This passage will be best explained Iw translating it into tKc 
language trom whence the only word of dimculty in it is borrowed. 
Que la (feittn^e. Se rende en lice^ et qfdcUe me donne und^ aToutrance 
a cliallei)gc, or a combat » a Toutrance, to extremity, was a fixed term 
in the^ law of arms, used when the combatants engaged with an odium 
intern(cuwni, an inieriHon to destroy each otk^^ in opposition to trials 
of skill at festivals, or on other occasions, where the contest was only 
for reputation or a prize. The sense therefore is : Let ^te, that has 
fore-doomed the exaltation of the sons of Banquo, enter the lists against 
me, with the utmost animosity, in defence of its own decrees, which 1 
will endeavour to invalidate, whatever be the danger. 
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Enter Seyton, with two Officers, l.h.d. 

Now to the door, and stay there till we call. — 

[Exit Seyton, l.h.d. 
Was it not yesterday we spoke together ? 

Off'. It was, so please your highness. 

Mac. Well then, now 
Have you consider’d of my speeches ? 

Do you find 

Your patience so predominant in your nature, 

That you can let this go ? Are you so gospel’d,( 1) 

To pray for this good man, and for his issue, 

Whose heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave, 

And beggar’d yours for ever ? 

2d Off, I am one, my liege. 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incens’d, that 1 am reckless what 
1 do to spite the world, 
isf Off. And 1 another. 

So weary with disasters, tugg’d with fortune, (2) 

Thatl would set my life on any chance, 

’To mend it, or be rid on’t. 

Mac. Both of you 
Know, Banquo was your enemy. 
ht Off. True, my lord. 

Mac, So is he mine : and in such bldody distance, (3) 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against my near’st of life : and though I could 
With barefaced power sweep him from my sight, 

And bid my will avouch it; yet I must not, 

For sundry weighty reasons. 


(1) Gospelled, meanB, kept in obe^ence of tkat piccept ot llic gos- 
pel, whicli teaches us “ to pray for those that despitefully ua ** 

(2) Tugged or worried by fortune. 

(3) Such a distance as mortal enemies would stand at from each 
other, when their quarrd mUet be determined by the swoul Plus 
sense seems evident from the continuation of the metaphor, where 
fve7 y minute of hxs being is represented US thi uhting at tk< nearest part 
where life residts, 

c 6 
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2d OJf. We shall, my lord, 

Perform what you command us.— 

Is^ Off'. Though our lives— — 

Mac. Your spirits shine through you. Within this 
hour, at most, 

I will advise you where to plant yourselves. 

Acquaint you with the perfect spy o^ the time, 

The moment on’t j for*t must be done to-night. 

And something from the palace ; always thought. 

That I require a clearness :(l) and with him,— 

To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work,— 

Fleance, his son, that keeps him company, 

Whose absence is no less material to me 
Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour : resolve yourselves apart ; 

I'll come to you anon. 

Off. We are resolv’d, my lord. 

Mac. rU call upon you straight I abide within. 

{Exeunt Officers^ l.h.d. 
It is concluded Banquo, thy soul’s flight, 

If it find heaven, must find itput to-night. [Exit^ r.h. 

JSnferLADY Macbeth, Queen; and Sbyton, r.h. 

Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court ? 

Sey. Ay, madam | but returns again to-night. 

Lady M. Say to the king, 1 would attend his leisure 
For a few words! 

Sey. Madam, I will* l.h.p* 

Lady M* Nought’s had, all’s spent, 

Where our desire is got without content : 

’Tis safer to be that which we destroy, 

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy.— • 

Enter Macbeth, l.h*d. 

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone, 

(lljriiuUis, fon must mftajige matters so, that throughout the whole 
I may stand clear of suspicion. 
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Of sorriest &ncies(l) your cotnpanidns making?— 
Using those thoughts, whi^h should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things without remedy. 
Should be without regard ; what’s done, is done. 

Moc. We have scotch'd the snake, not kill’d it ; 
She’ll close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds 
suffer, 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams. 

That shake us nightly ; better be with the dead, 

' Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace. 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstacy. (2)— Duncan is in his grave;-— 

After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well ; 

Treason has done his worst; nor steel, nor poison. 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing. 

Can touch him further 1 (Crosses to r.h.) 

Ladi/ M. Come on ; gentle my lord, 

Sleek o’er your rugged looks: be bright and jovial 
Among your guests to-night. 

Mac. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know’st, that Badquo, and his Fleance lives. 

Lady M, But in them nature’s copy’s not eterne. (3) 
Mac. There's comfort yet, they are assailable ; 

Then be thou jocund: ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister’d night ; ere to black Heeate’s summons. 
The shard-borne beetle, (4) with his drowsy hums. 

Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall,be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady M. What's to be done ? 


(1) WortUws, ii^noblr, Vile. 

(2 ) Kcstac^ in its gpenenil sense, Sigmiies Bitty violent oniotion of 
the iiiiud. Here it means^ the emotion o{ pain, agony. 

i 3) Tile f the hase^ by which they hold theit lives from riatui e, 
liHS its time of termination limited etmial is often used by 

Chaucer, 

(4) The ^harti’horne beetle is, the beetle borne along the air by its 
sKards or staff/ wings 



38 MACB£TH« 

Mac, Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest 
chuck, (1) 

Till thou applaud the deed,— Come, seeling night, (2) 

{Crosses to l,h.) 

Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day j 
And, with thy bloody and invisible hand. 

Cancel and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale !~Light thickens ; (3) and the 
crow 

Makes wing to the rooky wood ; 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse ; 

Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rouse. (4) 
Thou marvel'st at my words : but hold thee still ; 
Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill. 

[Exeunt y 

SCENE III .— Park near the Palace at Fores. 

Enter the Two Officers, l.h. 

1st. Off, The west yet glimmers with some streaks 
of day : 

Now spurs the lated(5) traveller apace, 

To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

2d. OJff. Hark ! I hear horses. 

Ban. {Withiny ii.H.) Give us a light there, ho ! 

1st, Off. Then it is he ; the rest ; 

That are within the note of expectation, (G) 

Already are i'the court. 


fll Corrupted from chick or chicken, 

(2) Seehng^t i. e. Blinding'. It is a term in falconiy. 

(3) By the expression, Ught thicks, SUakspcare means, the light 
graii s dull or muddy. 

(4) This appears to be said with reference to those demons who 
were supposed tgnemain in their several places of confinement all day, 
bnt at the closfiBTit were released. 

those who are set down in the list of guests, and ex- 
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2d. (M. His horses go about. 

lit. Off. Almost a mile : but he does usually. 

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate. 

Make it their walk. 

2d. Off. A light, a light ! 

Off. *Tls he, {They retire, r.h.) 

Enter Fleancb, with a torch, and Banquo, r.h. 

Ban. It will be rain to-night. 

{Exeuait Fleance and Banquo, l.h. 
Isf. Off. Let it come down. [Exeunt Offerers, l.h. 
Ban. (ffithin.) O, treachery 1 Fly, good Fleance, 
fly, fly, fly j— 


Re-enter Fleancr, hastily, l.h. 

Fie. Murder ! murder 1 murder ! [Exit, r.h. 
Ban. {Within.) Thou may’st revenge.— O slave ! — 
O, O, 0 1 {Dies.) 

Re-enter Officers, pursuing Fleance, l.h. 

Isil. Off. Why didst strike out the light? 

2d. Off. Vf&s’t not the way?{l) 

1st. Off. There’s but one down ; the son is fled. 

2d. Off. We have lost best half of our aflair. 

Isf. Off. Well, let’s away, and say how much is 
done. [Ssreunt, R.H. 

SCENE IV.— 2%e Banquetting-room, in the Palace 
at Fores. 

{Music.-— A Banquet prepared.) 

Maceeth, Lady Macbeth, Rosse, Lenox, Sevton, 
Attendants, Guards, ^re. discovered. 

(1 ) The best way to evade discovery* and "effect their ptu'pose. 
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ORDBR OF THB BANQUET. 

Guards — Banner. Banner— Guards. 

Throne. 

MARSH.4.L-— King— Qubbn — Sbyton. 


Gent* 


Gent* 

Lady.^ Decorated 


Lady, 

Gent* 

SI 

Gent* 

Lady* 

c 

Lady* 

Gent, 

o 

o 

Gent. 

Lady* 


Lady* 

Rosse* 

£ 

Lenox* 
A Chair 


Ma/c. You know your own degrees^ sit down : at 
first,' 

And last, the hearty welcoine.(l) 

Rosse, Thanks to your majesty. 

Mac. Ourself will mingle with s<>ciety. 

And play the humble host : 

Our hostess keeps her state;(2) but, in best time, 

We will require her welcome. 

Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our 
friends : 

For my heart speaks, they are welcome. 

Mac. See, they encounter thee with their hearts’ 

thanks : — 

Both sides are even : here I’ll sit i’the midst t 
Be large in mirth; anon, we'll drink a measure 
The table round. — 

Enter Isr. Officer, l.h.d. — Macbeth crosses otter 
to him^ and tahes him aside. 

There’s blood upon thy face. 

Off. 'Tis Banquo’s then. 

( 1 ) All« of whatever degree, from dtebigbeat to the lowest, may be 
titst their visit is Wid) Yeceived. 

ContbaUeSin her chair of state at the head of the Ubie. 
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Mac, Is he despatch’d ? 

Off. My lord, his throat is cut : that 1 did for 
him. 

Mac. Thou art the best o’the cut-throats: yet he’s 
good, 

That did the like for Fleance. 

Off. Most royal sir, 

Fleance is ’scap’d. 

Mac. Then comes my fit again : I had else been per* 
feet} 

Whole as the marble, founded as the rock . 

As broad, and general, as the casing air : 

But now, 1 am cabin’d, cribb’d, confin’d bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. — But Banquo’s safe ? 

Isr. Cff. Ay, my good lord ; safe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched(l) gashes on his head} 

The least a death to nature. 

Mac. Thanks for that 

There the grown serpent lies: the worm, (2) that’s 
fled, 

Hath nature that in time will venom breed. 

No teeth for the present.-— Get thee jjone ; to-morrow 
We’ll hear ourselves again. [Exit Officer ^ 

Latfy M. My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer} the feast is sold, (3) 

That is not often vouch’d, white ’tis a- making, 

’Tis given with welcome; to feed, were best at home ; 
From thence, the sauce to meat is cerempny } 

Meeting were bare without it. 

Mac. Sweet remembrancer 1 (Crosses to Centre.) 
Now, good digestion wait on appetite. 

And health on both ! 

Len. May it please your highness sit ? 

Mao. Here had we now our country’s honour rooPd, 

(1) Ti anckcTi to tMX. Fr. 

(2) This tcrm> In our author’s time> was applijed to all of the ser- 
pent kind 

(3) Meaning, that \frhieh is not poen cannot be called a 

gift ; it U sometlnng that must be paid for* It is poiptnon to that we 
pat/ dear for an entertainment, if the cjrcum$taucefe attending the par- 
ticipation of it prove irksome to us. 
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Were the grac’d person of our Banquo present; 

Whom may I rather challenge for unkindness, 

Than pity for mischance! 

{Banquo enttrs^ bloody ^ l.h, and seats himself 
in the vacant chah .) 

Ros^e. His ab««edce, sir, 

LayQ l3lames upon his promise. Please it your high- 
ness 

To grace us with your royal company ^ 

Mac, The table’s full. 

Len, Here is a place reserv’d, sir. 

Mac, Where ? 

Len, Here, my lord. What is’t that moves your 
highness ? 

Mac, Which of you have done this ? 

Len, What, my good lord? 

Mac, Thou canst not say, I did it : never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

liosse. Gentlemen, rise: his highness is not well. 
Lady M, Sit, worthy friends :— my lord is often 
thus, 

And hath been from his youth : ’pray you, keep seat ; 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought(l) 

He will again be well: if much you note him, 

You shall offend him, and extend his passion ; 

Feed, and regard him not.— (C owcj down from the 
throne to Macbeth^ on r.u. and takes him 
opart) — Are you a man ? 

Mac, Ajr, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which mtght appal the devil. 

Lady M O proper stuff I 
This is the very painting of your fear; * 

This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said. 

Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, (2) and starts, — 
Impostors to true fear, (3)— would well become 
A woman’s story, at a winter’s fire, 

(1 ) As speedily as thought can be exerted. 

(2} Flawf are sudden gusts. 

(d) Impostors to true tear, mean impostOn when compand with 
trti^e fear. Such is the force of the preposition tv in this pl.ice 
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Authoriz’d by hergrandam. Shame itself! 

Why do you make such faces ? When all’s done, 

You look but on a stool. 

Mac. ’Pr’ythee, see there 1 behold ! look ! lo !— How 
say you^— 

Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak too.-— 

If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back ; our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. \^Exit Banquo, l.h. 
Lady M. What! quite unmann'd in folly? 

Mac. If I stand here, 1 saw him. 

Lady M. Fie, for shame ! (Returns to her seat.) 
• Mac. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’the olden 
time, 

Ere human statute purg’d the gentle weal;(l) 

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d 
Too terrible for the ear r the times have been. 

That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end : but now, they rise again. 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 

And push us from our stools : this is more strange 
Than such a murder is. (Ayart.) 

Lady M. My worthy lord. 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Mac. I do forget : — 

Do not muse(2) at me, my most worthy friends j 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Ck)me, love and health to 
all} 

Then I’ll sit down: — ^give me some wine, fill full:— 
(Seyton pours out the wine, and presents it to 
tfteking.) 

1 drink to the general joy of the whole table, 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss 
'Would he were here I to all, and him, we ihir8t,(3) 

(1) The peaceable the state made quiet and safe by hv- 

man statutes 

(2) Wonder. 

We desire to drink. 
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And all to all.(1) 

Rosse, Our duties, and the pledge. 

Enter Banquo, r.h. 

Mac. Avaunt ! and quit my sight ! Let the earth 
bide thee ! 

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes, 

Which thou dost glare with ! 

Lady M. Think of this, good peers, 

But as a thing of custom : ’tis no other : 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Mac. What man dare, I dare . 

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 

The arm’d Rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger, 

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble; or, be alive again, 

And dare me to the desert with thy sword ; 

If trembling, I inhabit, then protest me 
The baby of a gif 1. — Hence, horrible shadow ! 

Unreal mockery,(2) heacc\ — [Exit Banquo, r.h. 

• Why, so being gone, 

I am a man again. 

Eady M. You have displac’d the mirth, broke the 
good meeting, 

With most admir’d disorder. — {Comes down from the 
throne to Macbeth, on i..h. and speafes to him 
apart.) 

j|fae.>Can such things be, 

And overebroe tislike a summer’s cloud,(3) 

Without our special wonder ? Y oii make me strange(4) 
Even to the disposition that J owe, 

When now 1 think you can behold such sights, 

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 

(1) Meaningt all goodwishe$ tio all, os he had ntitned above, 
love, health, ami joy* 

(2) Unsnbstfmtlal pageant. 

(3) Can «uch wonders as these ptss over us without wonder, jjts a 
casns) snipmer cjpud pa»$ts over us 

^ MAite me amazed. The word strange was then used in this 
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When mine are blanch*d(l) with fear. 

Rosse. What sights, my lord ? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; he grows worse and 
worse ; 

Question enrages him : at once, good night : — 

Stand not upon the order of your going, 

But go at once. 

[Exeunt, all but the King and Queeii, on the 
sides nearest to them. 

Mac. It will have blood : they say, blood will have 
blood: • 

Stones have been known to move, and trees to 
speak ; (2) 

Augurs, and understood relat1on$,(3) have 
By magot-pies,(4) and choughs, and rooks, brought 
forth 

The secret’st man of blood.— What is the night? 
Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which is 
which. 

Mac. How say’st thou, that Macduff denies his per* 
son. 

At our great bidding? 

Lady M. Did you send to him, sir ? 

Mac. I hear it by the way; but 1 will send : 

There’s not a one of them, but in his house 
I keep a servant fee’d.— 1 will to-morrow. 

And betimes I will, unto the weird sisters : 

More shall they speak ; for now 1 am bent to know,. 
By the worst means, the worst : for mine own good. 
All causes shall give way; I am in blood 
Stepp’d Jo so far, that, should I wade no more. 
Returning were as tedious as go o’er. 

^1) Ttimed pal^, 

(2) Alluding perhaps to the vocal tree which (See the Third Book 
of the iEnead.) revealed the murder of Polydonis. 

(3) By the word relation i$ Understood the comteiion of effects with 
causes ; to understand relatims as an mgaty is to know how those 
things relate to each other which have no visible combination or de- 
pendence* 

(4) Magot-pie, is the original uame tA the bird. The modern Ma^ 
is the abbreviation of the ancient MsLgi^t^ a word Which we had from 
the French. 
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Lady M. You lack the season of all natures, 
sleep. (1) 

Mac. Come, we’ll to sleep : my strange and self- 
abuse 

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use : 

We are yet bur young indeed. \lLieeunt, b.h. 

SCENE V. — The opm country. 

{Thunder and Lightning.) 

Enter the three WiTCH]is,h.ti, meeting Hnc ate, r n 

1st. fFitch. Why, how now, Hecate ? you look an- 
gerly. 

Hec. Have I not reason, beldams, as you are, 

Saucy, and overbold ? How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 

In riddles, and affairs of death; 

And I, the mistress of your charms, 

The close contriver of all harms. 

Was never called to bear my part. 

Of show the glory of our art ? 

Eut make amends now : get you gone. 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i* the morning ; thither he 

Will come to know his destiny. — 

Your vessels, and your spells, provide, 

Your charms, and every thing beside : 

1 am for the air; this night I’ll spend 
Unto a dismal-fatal end. 

[Exeunt the three H^itches, r. h 
Is/. Spirit. {Within, r.b.) Hecate, Hecate, Hecate 1 
0, come away ! 

^ JBTec. Hark ! I am call'd -my little spirit, see, 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and waits for me. 

(2) You want sleep, which seasons, or gives the relish to all nntm e 
ilmu^t somni vitts coadimenti.*' 
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2d Spirit. (fVithin, r.h.) Hecate, Hecate, Hecate ! 
O, come away ! 

Hec. I come, I cqme, with all the speed I may.— ■ 
Where's Stadlin ? 

3d Spirit {Within.) Here j — 

Hec. Where’s Puckle ? 

4th Spirit. {Within.) Here; — 
hth Spirit. {Within.) And Hoppo too, and Hell- 
vvaine too 

Gth Spirit. {Within.) We want but you, we want 
but you. 

Enter the Chorus of Witches. 

Cho. Come away, make up the count. 

Hec. With new-fall’n dew, 
from church-yard yew, 

I will but ’noint, and then I mount. 

Is/ Spirit. Why thou stay’st so long, I muse. 

Hec. Tell me, Spirit, tell, what news ? 

Id Spirit. All goes fair for our delight. 

Hec. Now I’m furnish’d for the fli^t. 

{Hecate places herse^ in her Chair.) 
Now I go, and now 1 fly, 

Malkin, my sweet spirit and I. 

O, what a dainty pleasure’s this, 

To sail in the air, 

While the moon shines fair ! 

To sing, to toy, to dance and kiss 1 
Over woods, high rocks, and mountains, 

Over seas, our mistress’ fountains, 

Over steeples, towers, and turrets. 

We fly by night ’mongst troops of spirits. 

Chu. We fly by night ’mongst troops of spirits. 
{Exeunt Hecatein the air and the Witches, r.h. 
(mdL.H, 


END OT act hi. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I . — A Cave. — In the middle, a Cauldron 
boiling. 

{Thunder.) The fArec Witches discovered. 
Witch. Thrice the brtnded cat hath mew’d. (1) 

(•I) A cat from time immcmorl^, has been the agent and favourite 
of witches. This superstitious fancy is pagan» and very ancient ; and 
the original, perhaps this : ** Whaa Galinthia was ch^ged into a ca/, 
by the Fates, (says Antonins Lib^ralis, Metum, c. xxix.) by witches, 
(says Pausanias in his iBP<eo^tV*r,) took pity of her, and made her 

her priestess ; in which office she continues t6 this day. Hecate her- 
self too, when Typhon forced all the gods and goddesses to bide them- 
selves in animals, assumed the shape of a cat^ So, Otud*— 

“ Fek soror Fh»bi Intuit.’^ 

As tliis is the chief scene of enchantment in the play, It is proper, in 
this place, to observe with how much judgment Shakspeare has 
selected all the circumstances of his infernal ceremonies $ and how 
exactly he has conformed to common opinionff and traditions : 

Thrice the brinded cat hath mew’d.’* 

The usual form in which familiar spirits are reported to converse 
with witches, is that of a cat. A witch who was tried about half a cen- 
tury before the time of Shftkspeare, had a rat named Rutterkin, as the 
spirit of one of those witches was Grimalkin 5 and when any mischief 
was to be done, she used to bid Rutterkin go and Jly. But once, when 
she would have sent Rutterkin to torment a daughter of the Countess 
of Rutland, ini^teadof going or flyings he only cried mew, from whence 
she discovered that the lady was out of his power, the power of witches 
being not universal, but limited, as Shakspeare has taken care to in > 
culcate : 

Though his bark cannot he lost, 

Yet it shall he tempest-tost.” 

The common affiictions which the malice of witches produced, were 
melancholy, Rts, and loss of desh, which are threatened by one of 
Shakspeafe*s tritches ; 

Weary sev’n nights, nine times ninCi 
* Shall he 4windle, peak and pine/* 

It was lihetrise theif practice to destroy the cattle of their neigh- 
bours, and the famers have to this day many ceremonies to si'cure 
their cows and other dattle iron:^ tritcheraR $ but they seem to have 
been most suspected of mhlice ag^st swine. Shakspeore has accord- 
ingly made one of his witches demare that she has been ktUing twine . 
and Dr. Barsuet observeii, thai^ ithout that "time a how could not he 
ill jhe memlet, nor a giH o/ tie sullens, hut tome old woman was 
wfM witcAcra/jf,*^ 
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2d ff^itch. R,H. Thrice: and once the hedge-pig 
^ whin'd, 

y Toad, that under tlie cold stone, 
iWs and nights hast thirty-one, 

Sweltered venom sleeping got, 

Boil thou first i* the charmed pot.** 

Toads have likewise long lain under the reproach of being by some 
means accessary to witchcraft, for which reason, Shakspeare, iii the 
first scene of this play, calls one of the spirits Paddock or 'Poad, and 
now takes care to put a toad first into the pot. When Vannius was 
-eized at Tholouse, there was found at his lodgings bufo 

tiulusus, a qreat toad shut tn a vtaly upon which those that prosecuted 
him 11 u(fittU7n laprohrahant, charged hiniy I suppose, witJi wif< ho aft. 
‘ ‘ Fillet of a fenny snake, 

In the cauldron boil and bake : 

Eye of newt, and toe of frog ; — 

For n charm,** &c. 

The propriety of these iugiedients, maybe known by consulting the 
books lie ihus Ammaliv m and De Mirahxhhus Mundiy ascribed to 
AlbertiK Magnus, in which the reader who has time and credulity, 
may discover very wonderful secrets. 

** Finger of birth- strangled babe, 

Ditch-delivered by a drab ;’* 

It has been already mentioned, in the law against witches, that thov 
arc supposed to take up dead bodies to use in enchantments, which was 
< onfessed by the woman whom King James examined j and who had 
of a dead body, that was divided m one of their assemblies, two fmgei s 
for her share. It is observable, that Shakspeare,*on this great occa- 
sion, which involves the fate of a king, multiplies all tlie circumstances 
of horror. The babe, whose finger is used, inui>t be strangled in its 
birth ; the grease must not only be human, but must have dropped 
from a gibbet, the mbbet of a murderer ; and even the sow, whose 
blood is used, mudt have offended nature by devouring her own farrow. 
These are touches of judgment and genius. 

‘'And now about the cauldron sing> — 

Black spirits and white. 

Red spirits and grey. 

Mingle, mingle} mingle. 

You that mingle may,** 

And, in a former part : 

“ — - weird sisters, hand in Land,— 

Tims do go about, about \ 

ITiricc to thine, and thrice to mine. 

And thrice again, to make up nine !** 

These two passages I have brought together, because they both seem 
subject to the objection of too much levity for the solemnity of enchant- 
ment, and may both be shown, by one quotation from Camden’s ac- 
count of Ireland, to be founded upon a practice really observed by the 
uncivilised natives of that country When any one gets a fall, says 
the informer of Caw den, he starts up, and turning three tunes to ike 
t ight, digs a hole in the earth; for they imagine that there is a spirit 

D 
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%d Witch. L.H. Harper cries 5 (1) — Ms time,(2) ’’tis 
’time. 

\st Witch. Round about the cauldron go; 

[n the poison’d entrails throw. — 

Toad, that under the cold stone * 

Days and nights hast thirty-one. 

Swelter’d venom (3) sleeping got, 

Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot ! 

AIL {Going round the cauldron.) Double, dou- 
ble (t) toil and trouble; 

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron bubble. 

2d Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake, 

In the cauldron boil and bake : 

ill the giound, and if ho falls sick in two or three dajs, they send one 
** ot their women that is skilled in that way to the place, where she says, 
1 ifill thee from the oast, west, north, and south, from the grous, the 
woods, the rhers, and the fens, from the fames, rtd, black, « kite ” 
There wasldi.cwlse a book written before the lime ot Shakspeare, de- 
sciibing, amongst other properties, the culovrs of spirits. 

Many other circumstances might be partu ularisod, in which Shak- 
s|ieai e has shown his judgment and his knowledge. 

f I //rtj per, perhaps, may be only a mis-spelling, or mis-print, foi 
hai pt/. So, in Mailowe*8 Tamhttlaine, &c. 1590 : 

And like a harper tyers upon my lile.” 

The word ines likewise seems to countenance this supposition. Ct y 
iwg is one of the technical terms appropriated to the noise made by 
birds of prey. So, in the nineteenth Iliad, 350, 

« ‘H 8’ APHH T^vuTTlipuyi, Airr4>ilNf2, 

OupotvS IxxptriTraATo,— 

Thus rendered by Chapman 

And like a hai pic with a voice that sh) lehs,*' &c 

(2) *Tistim€, *tis time.) This familiar does not ciy out that it is 

time for them to begin their enchantments ; but cneA, i.e. gi\e8 them 
the signal, upon which the third Witch communicates the notice to hci 
sisters . 

Harper cries Hme, *fts titne. 

(3) Swelter’d venom”--) This word seems to be em]ployed by Shak- 
speare, to signify that the animal was moistened with its own cold ex 
sudations. So, in the twenty-second Song of Drayton’s Polyolhion 

“ And all the knights there dubb’d the morning but before, 

The evening sun beheld them swelter* their gore.” 

In the old translation of Boccoce’s HoveU (1620) the following sen- 
tence also occurs • — an huge and mighty toad even sweltering (as 

it were) in a hole ficll of poison** — ** Sweltering in blood,” is Ukewist 
nn expicssionused by Fuller, in his Church Huitory, p 37. And in 
iphurchyard’s Faiewell to the Woild, 1593, is a similar expression. 

“ He spake great things that swelter'd in his grease.” 

# Double, double toil and trouble,) As this was a very cxtraoxdj 
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'Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 

of bat, and tongue of dog, 

Adder^ork,(l) and blind-worm's sting, (S) 
Lizard’s^g, and owlet's wing, 

For a chanm of powerful trouble, 

Like ahell^rotn boil and bubble. 

All, {Going round the cauldron.) Double, double 
toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

"Mi Witch, Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf ; 

Witches' mummy; maw, and gulf,(3) 

Of the ravin'd(4) salt-sea shark ; 

Root of hemlock, digg’d i' the dark ; 

'Liver of blaspheming Jew : 

Gall of goat, and slips of yew. 

Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse ; 

Nose of Turk, and Tartar's lips;(5) 

Finger of birth-strangled babe, 

Ditch-delivered by a drab. 

Make the gruel thick and slab : 

Add thereto a tiger's chaudron,(6) 

For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

All- (Going round the cauldron,) Double, double 
toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

2d Witch, Cool it with a baboon's blood, 

'I'hen the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate, r.h.u.r. 

Hec, O, well done ! I commend your pains ; 

nary incantation, they were to double their pains about it. [ think, 
therefore, it should be pointed as I have pointed it; 

Double, double toil and trouble ; 

othenvise the solemnity is abated by the immediate recurrence of the 
rliyiue. 

(1) Serpents, have very thin tongues, and the same three- forked. 

(2) Slow-worm. 

(3) The gulf is the swallow, the throat. 

(4) Jlavin, is the ancient word for prey obtained by riolcnct . 

(5) These ingredients, in all probability, owed their introduction to 
the detestation in which the Turks were hell!' on account of the hoh 
u ars. 

(6) Entrails 
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And every one shall share i’ the gains. 

And now about the cauldron sing, 

Like elves and fairies in a ring, 

Enchanting all that you put in. 

Enter Sfirits, and the Chorus of Watches, front 
different parts of the stage. 

MUSIC AND SONG. 

Hec. Black spirits and whitCy — 

Red spirits and ^rey^^ 

Minglcy mingle^ mmgley 
You that min^e may. 

Spirit. Tiffi>ny T0my 
Keep it stiff in. 

2(1 Spirit. Firedrake Puckey^ 

Make it lucky. 

Spirit. Liard Robin^ 

You must bob in. 

Cho. Aroundy aroundy aroundy abouty about ; 

All ill come running iUy all good keep out/ 

4th Spirit. Here*s the blood of a bat. 

Ilec. Put in thaty put in that. ^ 

5th Spirit. Here's Libbard's brain. 

Hec. Put in a grain. 

6th Spirit. Here's juice of tqady and oil of adder ; 
Those will make the charm grotu madder. 

Hec. Put in all these; 'twill raise a pois'nous 
stench ! 

Holdr^here's three ounces of a red-hair' d wench. 

Cho. Aroundy aroundy aroundy abouty about ; 

All ill come running iny all good keep out / 

Hec. By the pricking of ray thurnbs,(l) 

Something wicked this way comes i-^{Noise ivith- 

OUty L.H.) 

(1) It U a very anciint superstition, that all sudden pains of tlu 
body, and other sensations, which could not naturally be accounted 
for, were presag^es of somewhat that was shortly to happen. 
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"Upe'p locks, whoever knocks. 

(h ^s^nt all but the three Witches^ r.ii.u.b, and 

^<Enter Macbeth, l^ii.u.e, 

3Iac. How now, you secret, black, and mid-oight 
hags ? 

What is’t you do ? 

j4lL A deed without a name. 

Mac, I conjure you, by that which you profess. 
Howe’er you come to know it, answer me 
To what I ask you. 

1st Witch, Speak. 

2d Witch, Demand. 

^d Witch, We’ll answer. 

Witch, Say, if thou’dst rather hear it from our 
mouths, 

Or from our masters ? 

Mac. Call them, let me see them. 

1st Witch. Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow :(!)— grease, that’s sweaten 
From the murder’s gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 

All. Come, high, or low ; 

Thyself and office, deftly (2) show. {Thunder.) 

First Apparition, an armed head^ rises from the trap 
in the middle of the stage, 

Mac, Tell me, thou unknown power, 

ist Witch, He knows tby thought; 

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 

Appa, Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! beware 
Macduff ; 

Beware the thane of Fife.— Dismiss me ; — Enough. 

{Descends ) 

(1) Probably, Shakspeare caught the idea of this offcnfo .igamst 
nature from the laws of Kenneth the Second, King of Scotland “ IJ 
o wwe eate hyr piggiiy let hyr be stoned to death, and buried, that no 
man eate of hyr flcshc.” 

(2) Adroitly 

D 3 
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Mac. Whate’cr thou art, for thy good caution, thc^nks ; 
Thou hast harp’d(l) my fear aright ; — ^but one word 
more — ' 

Witch. He will not be commanded: acre’s ano- 
ther^ ^ 

More potent than the first. (Thunder.) 

2d Apparition, a bloody child rises. 

./dppa. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth !— - 
Mac. Had I three ears I’d hear thee. 

Ajypa. Be bloody, bold and resolute ; laugh to scorn. 
The power of man ; for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. (Descends.) 

Mac. Then live, Macduff ; what need 1 fear of thee ? 
But yet I’ll make assurance double sure. 

And take a bond of fate ; thou shalt not live ; 

That I may tell pale>hearted fear, it lies, 

And sleep in spite of thunder. (Thunder.) 

‘dd Apparition, a Child crownedy with a hough in his 
hand, rises. 


What is this. 

That rises like the issue of a king ; 

And wears upon his baby brow the round 
And top of sovereignty ?(2) 

All. Listen, but speak not to’t. 

Appa. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 
Macbeth shall never vanquished be, until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. (Descends.) 

Mac. That will never be ; 

Who can impress the forest; (3) bid the tree 

Q) To /tarp, is to touch on a passion as a harper touches a string 
(2) The round is tliat part of the crown that encircles the liead The 
lop is the ornament that rises above it. 

t. e. Who can command the forest to serve him like a sohliei 
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Hr^fix his earth-bound root ? sweet bodemcnts ! good ! 
Yet heart 

Throbs";^) know one thing : tell me^ if your art 
Can tell much, shall Banquo’s issue ever 
Reign in ii kingdom ? 

All. Seek to know no more. 

3Iac. 1 will be satisfied : deny me this, 

And an eternal curse fall on you ! — {Thunder. — The 
cauldron sinks.) 

Let me know, 

Why sinks that cauldion? {Groans without.) 

And what noise is this? 

1st Witch. Show ! 

2d Witch. Show ! 

Sc? Witch. Show ! 

All. Show his eyes, and errieve his heart ; 

Come like shadows, so de[‘ci.t. 

Apyaritions of eight Kings^ the last with a glass in 
his hand^ followed by Banouq, pass across the 
stage from r.h.u.k. to l.u.u.b, 

Mac. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo \ down ! 
Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls : — and thy hair. 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first;-— 

A third is like the former : — filthy hags ! 

Why do you shew me this ? — A fourth ? Start, eyes ! — 
What ! will the line stretch out to the crack of 
doom ? — (J) 

Another yet ?— A seventh? — I'll see no more 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass, 

Which shews me many more : — 

Banquo ewfers , — and the Witches vanish^ a.n. 

Horrible sight 1— -Ay 1 now, I see, 'tis true ! 

For the blood-bolter’d(2) Banquo smiles upon me, 

(1) The dissolution of nature. Cracky has now a mean siiruifica- 
tion. It was anciently employed in a more exalted sense. 

(2) To holier, in Warwicksnire, signihes to dauh, dirtif, or bt^nvtr 
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And points at them for his. — What? is this so^— 
Where are they ? Gone ? — Let this pernicious ho^jr 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar ! — (1) 

Come in, without there ! 

Enter Sbyton, l.h.u.e. 

Sey. What’s your grace’s will ? 

Mac, Saw you the weird sisters ? 

Sey. No, my lord. 

Mac. Came they not by you ? 

Sey. No, indeed, my lord. 

Mac. Infected be the air whereon they ride ; 

And damn'd all those that trust them ! — I did hear 
The galloping of horse : who was’t came by? 

Sey, ’Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you 
word, 

Macduff is fled to England. 

Fled to England ? 

Hey. Ay, my good lord. 

Mac, Time, thou anticipat’st (2) my diead ex- 
ploits : 

The flighty purpose never is o’ertook. 

Unless the deed go with it ; from this momcBt, 

'The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings of my hand : anrf even now. 

To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and 
done. 

The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; 

Seize upon Fife ; give to the edge o’ the sword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace him in his line. No boasting, like a fool : 
This deed I’ll do, before this purpose cool. — 

Where are these gentlemen ? [Exeunt, k.h. 

(1} ancient almanacks, the unlucky days weic distingnibliod 

by a mailfof reprobation. 

{2) ^mutpatt, ia here, to prevent, by taking away the opportu- 
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t>5’ENE II. — The Country, — in England. 
Enter Malcolm and Macduff, l.h. 

4 w 

Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty* 

Macd. Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword : and, like good men* 
Bestride our down-fairn birthdom :(J) each new morn, 
New widows howl ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows 
Strike heaven cm the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like syllables of dolour. 

Med. What you have spoke, it may be so, perehance. 
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues, 

Was once thought honest : you have lov’d him well ; 
He hath not touched you yet. 

Macd. I am not treacherous* 

MaL But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 

In an imperial charge.(3) 

Macd. I have lost my hopes. 

MaL Perchance, even there, where I did find my 
doubts. 

Why in that rawness(3) left you wife, and child, 

Those precious motives, those strong knots of love. 
Without leave-taking ? — I pray you. 

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours, 

But mine own safeties. You may be rightly just, 
Whatever I shall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure. 

For goodness dares not check thee ! — 

Fare thee well, lord : 

(1) Birthright. 

(2) A good mmd may recede from goodness in the execution of \ 
royal commission. 

(3j Without previous provision, without due preparation, without 
maturity of counsel. 

d5 
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I would not be the villain that thou think'st, 

For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp, 

And the rich East to boot. {Crosses to l.h.) 

MaL Be not offended ; 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 

I think, our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 

It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her tvounds ; I think, withal. 

There would be hands uplifted in my right : 

And here, from gracious England, have 1 offer 
Of goodly thousands : but, for all this, 

When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; 

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever. 

By him that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be ? 

MaL It is myself, I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted. 

That, when they shall be opened, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compar’d 
With my confineless harms. 

Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils to top Macbeth. 

MaL I grant him bloody. 

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful ; 

But there’s no bottom, none, 

In my voluptuousness. 

The king-becoming graces. 

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them : but abound 
In the division of each several crime, 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 

Uproar the universal peace, confound 
vs All unity on earth. 

Macd* Oh, Scotland! Scotland! (Crosses k.h.) 
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MaL If such a one be fit to govern, speak. 

urictcd. Fit to govern ! 

No, not to live. — O nation, miserable, 

.With an untitled tyrant, bloody-scepter’d, 

When shaU thou see thy wholesome days again, 

Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accursed, 

And does blaspheme his breed ?~Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king ; the queen that bore thee, 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet. 

Died every day she lived. Fare thee well ! 

These evils, thou repeat’st upon thyself. 

Have banished me from Scotland.— O, my breast, 

Thy hope ends here 1 

MaL Macduff, this noble passion. 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 

Wip’d the black scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts 

To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth, 

By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into his power : and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste :(1) but heaven above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself, 

For strangers to my nature. 

What I am truly. 

Is thine, and my poor country’s, to command: 
Whither, indeed, before thy here^approach, 

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men. 

All ready at a point, was setting forth ; 

Now we’ll together ; and the raance, of goodness. 

Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you sjlent ? 

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once 
’Tis hard to reconcile. — See who comes here ? 

MaL My countryman ; but yet I know him not. (J) 

( 1 ) Over hasty credulity^ 

(2) Malcolm discovers Rosse to be his countrymau^ while lie y(t 
at some distance from him, by his dress. 

D 6 
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Enter Rossb^ l.h. 

Macd, {Crosses to the centie,) My ever gentle cou- 
sin, welcome hither. 

MaL I know him now. Good heaven, betimes re- 
move 

I'hc means that make us strangers ! 

Xlosse, Sir, amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ^ 

Rosse, Alas, poor country ; 

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 

Ec called our mother, but our grave; wheie nothing, 

Eut who know's nothing, is once seen to smile ; 

Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rent the air, 
Are made, not mark’d ; where violent sorrow seems 
A modern ecstacy ;(1) the dead man's knell 
Is there scarce asked, for whom, and good men's live*- 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 

Dying, or ere they sicken. 

Macd, O, relation, 

J'oo nice, and yet too true ! 

JUaL What is the newest grief 
Rosse. That of an hour's age doth hiss the speakei 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd, How does my wife ^ 

Rosse, Why, well. 

Macd. And all my children ? 
lio^se. Well loo. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ^ 
Rosse. No ; they were all at peace, when I did leave 
them. 

Ma^d. Be not a niggard of your speech : how goes it ? 
Rosse. When I came hither to transport the tidings 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out; 

Which was to my belief witness’d the rather, 

(1) Modern^ Is generally used by Shakspeare to signii}* coru- 

y and ecstacy is used for a temporary alienation of mind 
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For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot : 

Now is the time of help : your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight, 

To doff their dire distresses. 

Mai. Be it their comfort, 

We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men ; 

An older, and abetter soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out. 

Rosse. ’Would I could answer 
This comfort with the like ! But I have words, 

That would be howl’d out in the desert air. 

Where hearing should not latch them.(l) 

Macd. What concern they? 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief, (2) 

Due to some single breast ? 

Rosse. No mind, tliat’s honest, 

But in it shares some woe : though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine, 

Keep it not fiom me, quickly let me have it. 

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever. 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound, 

That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Hum ! I guess at it. 

Rosse. Your castle is surpris’d ; your wife, and 
babes, 

Savagely slaughter’d : to relate the manner, 

Were, on thequarry(3) of these murder’d deer. 

To add the death of you. 

Mai. Merciful heaven 1 

What, man ! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows 
Give sorrow words ; the grief, that does not speak. 
Whispers the o’erfraught heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My children too? 

(1) To latch (in the North country dialect) signifies the same as to 
tatek. 

(2) A peculiar sorrow, a grief that hath a single owner. 

(3) Quarry is a term used both in hunting and /w/cowy. In hotU 
sports, it means the game after it is killed. 
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Mosse. Wife, children, servants, all 
That could be found. 

Macd. And I must be from thence ’ 

My wife kill’d too ^ 

Rosse, I have said. 

Mai Be comforted : 

Let’s make us med’cines of oui great revenge, 

To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children, — all my pretty one*- > 
Did you say, all ?— O, hell-kite ! — All > 

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 

At one fell swoop ^ 

Mai, Dispute(l) it like a man. 

Macd. I shall do so ; 

But 1 must also feel it as a man : 

I cannot but remember such things were, 

That were most precious to me.— Did heaven look 
on, 

And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduft, 

They were all struck for thee ’ naught that I am, 

Not for their own demeiitb, but foi mine, 

Fell slaughter on their souls ! 

MaL Be this the whetstone of your sword : let 
grief 

Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd, O, I could play the woman with mint 
eyes. 

And braggart with ray tongue * — But, gentle heaven, 

(Kneels,) 

Cut short all intermission ;(2) front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself; 

Within my sword’s length set him ; if he ’scape. 
Heaven forgive him too ! (Rises,) [Exeunt^ r.h. 


enh or act iv. 


fl ) Contend with yoni ptesent sorrow like a man 
(yj 1 e all pause, all mtervenmg time 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — Lady Macbeth’s Chamber in the Castle 
at Dunsinane, 

Enter a Gentlewoman and a Physician, r.h. 

Phy. I have two nights watch’d with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report. When was it she 
last walked ? 

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, I have 
seen her rise from her bed, throw her night-gown upon 
her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write 
upon it, read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to 
bed ; yet all this while in a most fast sleep. 

Phy. What, at any time, have you heard her say ? 

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report after her. 

Phy. You may, to me 5 and ’tis most meet you 
should. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one ) having no wit- 
ness to confirm my speech. Lo you, here she comes ! 
This is her very guise; and, upon my life, fast asleep. 
Observe her; stand close. 

Enter Lady MACEF/m, with a Taper ^ r.h. 

Phy. How came she by that light ? 

Gent. Why, it stood by her : she has light by her 
continually; ’tis her command. 

Phy. You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut- 

Phy. What is it she does now ? Look, how she rubs 
her hands. 

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to seem 
thus washing her hands; I have known her continue in 
this a quarter of an hour. 

Lady M. Yet here’s a spot. 

Phy. Hark, she speaks. 
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Lady. Out, damned spot ! out, I say ! — One ; two ; 
why then ’tis time to do't : Hell is murky 1(1) — Fie, 
my lord, fie ! a soldier, and afeard ? What need we fear 
who knows it, when none can call our power to ac- 
count? — Yet who would have thought the old man lo 
have had so much blood in him ? 

Phy. Do you mark that ? 

Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife : where is 
she now ? — What, will these hands ne’er be clean ? 
—No more o^ that, my lord, no more o* tliat : you 
mar all with this starting. 

Phy. Go to, go to ; you have known what you 
should not. 

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am iure 
of that ; heaven knows what she has known. 

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still ; all 
the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little 
hand. Oh! oh! oh! 

Phij. What a sigh is there 1 The heart is sorely 
charged. 

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my bosom, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Lady M. Wash your bands, put on your night- 
gown ; look not so pale : — I tell you yet again, Ban- 
quo’s buried : he cannot come out of his grave. 

Phy. Even so ? 

Lady M. To bed, to bed ; there’s knocking at the 
gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand : 
what's done, cannot be undone ; to bed, to bed, to bed. 

R.H. 

Phy, Will she go now to bed ? 

Gent. Directly. 

Phy. More needs she the divine than the physician. 
Look after her; {The Gent, crosses to r.h.) 

Remove from her the means of all annoyance. 

And still keep eyes upon her, — 

Good heaven, forgive us all ! [Exeunt, r.h. 


(1) Dark. 
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SCENE II. — A Hall in the Castle at Dunsinane, 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums, 

Enter Macbeth, and Attendants^ r.h. 

Mac. filing me no more reports; let them fly 

Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane, 

1 cannot taint with fear. What^s the boy Malcolm ^ 
Was he not born of woman ? The spirits that know 
All mortal consequences have pronounced me thus : 
Fear not^ Macbeth ; no man that^s born of woman^ 
Shall e'er have power upon thee — ^Then fly, false 
thanes, 

And mingle with the English epicures : 

The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear, 

Shall never sagg (2) with doubt, nor shake with fear. 

Enter 2d, Officer, r.h. 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream*fac'd loon !(3) 
Where got’st thou that goose look ? 

2d Ojf, There is ten thousand 

Mac, Geese, villain? 

2d, Off, Soldiers, sir. 

Mac, Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch? (4) 
Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors(5) to fear. What soldiers, whey-face? 
Id, Off, The English force, so please you. 

(1) Tell me not any more of desertions Let all my snl)]ccts lea\e 
me — ‘‘ 1 am sale till, &c. 

(2) Sit ag , sink down by its own weight. 

(3) Base feltew 

f 1) An appellation of contempt, allnding to the pied, patched, or 
parti-colouied coats, anciently worn hy the fools belonging to nofjle fa- 
milies. 

They inflict others who see them with cowardice 
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Mac. Take thy face hence. [jExi^ Officer^ r.ii. 
Seyton ! — I am sick at hearty 
When I behold — Seyton, I say ! — ^This push 
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 

I have liv'd long enough : my way of life 
Is fairninto the sear,(l) the yellow leaf : 

And that which should accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I must not look to have : but, in their stead, 

Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not,— 
Seyton ! — 


Sevton, r.h. 

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure? 

Mac. What news more ? 

Sey. Allis confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 
Mac. ril fight, till from my bones my flesh be 
hack'd. — 

Give me my armour. 

Sey. ’Tis not needed yet. 

Mac. I'll put it on.— 

Enter the Physician, l.h. 

Send out more horses, skirr(2) the country round : 
Hang those that talk of fear. — [Exit Seylon^ r.h. 
How does your patient, doctor ? 

Vhy. Not so sick| my lord. 

As she is troubled with thiok*coiuing fancies, 

That keep her from her rest. 

Mac. Cure her of that ; 

Can'st thou not minister to a mind diseas’d ; 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 

Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 

And, witji some sweet oblivious antidote, 

Ckanse the foul bosom of that perilous stuff. 


(1) Dry, 


(2) Scour 
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Which weighs upon Iho heart? 

Phy, Therein the patient 
Must minister to himself. 

Enter Sbyton, ^vith the King's Truncheon^ and a 
Marshal with his Armour^ E.h. 

Mac, Throw physic to the dogs, Til none of it. — 
Give me my staff 

Seyton, send out. — ^Doctor, the thanes fly from me : — 

If thou couldst, doctor, cast 

The water of my land, find her disease, 

And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 

I would applaud thee to the very echo, 

That should applaud again. — 

What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug, 

W ould scour these English hence ? — Hearest thou of 
them ? 

Phy. Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Mac. Bring it after me. — 

I will not be afraid of death and bane, * 

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. 

{Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.) 

[^Exeunt, r.h# 

SCENE III . — Birnam Forest. 

{A March.) 

Enter Maccolm, Siward, Macduff, Lenox, 
Rossb, and Soldiers j l.h.u.e. 


MaL {In the centre.) Cousins, I hope, the days are 
near at hand 

That chambers will be safe. 

Macd. (r.h.) We doubt it nothing. 

Siw. (l.h.) What wood is this before us ? 

Len. (Next to Mai. jc.h.) The wood of Birnam. 
MaL Let every soldier hew him down a bough, 
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And bear't before himj thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Left. It shall be done. 

Hosse, to Mai. r.h.) We learn no other, but 

the confident tyrant 

Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before'!. 

Macd. 'Tis his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to be gone, 

Both more and less(l) hath given him the revolt ; 

And none serve with him but constrained things, 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Siw. Let our just censures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Macd. The time approaches. 

That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say, we have, and what e owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate 5 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate :(2) 

Towards which advance the war. 

[March. — Exeunt into the Wood^ r.h. 

SCENE IV. — The Ramparts of the Castle at 
Dunsinane. 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. 

Enter Macbeth, Seyton, l\farshal^ and Attend- 
ants^ L.H. 

Mac. Hang out our banners; on the outward walls, 
The cry is still, They come : — Our castle's strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn ; here let them lie, 

Till famine, and the ague eat them up ; 

Were they not forc'd with those that should be ours, 

(1 ) Gr 9 ater and less — high nnd low 

(2) Determine. 
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We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 

And beat them backward home. * 

{A cry within^ ofwomm^ ( 

What is that noise ? 

Sey, It is the cry of women, my good lord. 

[Exiti L.H. 

Mac. 1 have almost forgot the taste of fears: 

The time has been, my senses would have cool’d 
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell(l) of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir 
As life were in’t : 1 have supp’d full with horrors; 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts, 

Cannot once start me. 

Re-enter Sbyton, l.h. 

Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey. The queen, niy lord, is dead. 

Mac^ She should have died hereafter ; 

(Crosses to l.h.) 

There would have been a time for such a word. — 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and — to-morrow 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the last syllabic of recorded time ;(2) 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 

(Crosses /o k.h.) 

Life’s but a walking shadow ; a poor player. 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, 

And then is heard no more : it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 

Signifying nothing. — 

Enter First Officer, r.h. 

Thou com’st to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly. 

1st Off. Gracious my lord, 

(1 ^ My hairy part, my capillitium. FtU is skin, 

(2) Not only the time that has but also that which shall bt 
recorded. 
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I should report that which, I say, I saw, 

But know not how to do't. 

iH/bc. Well, say, sir. 

Is# Off, AS'I did stand my watch upon the hill, 

I look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 

The wood began to move. 

Mac, Liar and slave ! 

Is# Off, Let me endure your wrath, iPt be not so : 
Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 

I say, a moving grove. 

Mac. If thou speak’st false, 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 

Till famine cling (1) thee : if thy speech be sooth, 

I care not if thou dost for me as much : — 

I pull in resolution i and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 

That lies like truth : Fear no#, till JBirnam wood 
Do come to Dimsinane; — and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane.— Arm, arm, and out ! — 

If this, which he avouches, does appear, 

There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

I ’gin to be a-weary of the sun. 

And wish the estate o’the world were now undone ! 

Ring the alarum bell:— blow, wind ! come, wr^ck !(2)j 
At least we’ll die with harDess(3) on our back. 

{Flourish of Trumpets and Drums,) 
[Exeunty r.h, 

(1) Clung, in the northern counties signifies anything that is bhii\ 
ellcd or shrunk up. 

(2) In the Pheeniasae of Euripides, the scutiment of Eteoclcb, m 
nearly the same situation, bears a strildng resemblance to this of Ma< 
beth 

— rrw jxev 'cru^, Jrw 8g (fao-yava, 

ZetJyvuo'fls S’ irstia 

8 TTsip^ora) tmTS’ e/x)jy Tvpuvvlda, 

Eur- <J>o*vto-(r. A. I fet. 6. 


(3) An old word for armour. 
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SCENE Plain before the Castle at Dunsinane, 


(Flourish of trumpets and drums.) 

Malcolm, Siwakd, Macduff, Lenox, Rosse, and 
Soldiers^ with boughs, discovered. 

MaL Now near enough ; your leafy screens throw 
down. 

And show like those you are :~you, worthy uncle, 
Shall, with my cousin, your right noble son, 

Lead our first battle : worthy Macduff and we 
Shall take upon us what else remains to do. 

According to our order. 

Len. This way, my lord, the castle's best ap- 
proach’d. 

Shu. Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night, 
I^et us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Macd. Make all our trumpets speak; give them all 
breath, 

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 

' {Alarums,) 

[Exeunt; MaL Macd. Len* Scotch Banner^ and 
Six Guards^ r.h.— Rosse, English Ban- 
ner, and Six Guards, l.h. 

SCENE VI . — A Court in the Castle at Dunsinane. 
(Alarums.) 

Enter Macbbtd, r.h. 

Mac. They have tied me to a stake : I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course. — What’s he 
That was not born of woman ? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. — {Alarums.) [Exit, 

Enter Macduff, l.h. 

Macd. That way the noise is tyrant, shew thy face j 
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If thou be’si slain, and with no stroke of mine, 

My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still. 

I cannot strike at wretched kernes,(l) whose arms 
Are hir’d to bear their staves; either thou, Macbeth, 
Or else my sword, with an unbatter’d edge, 

I sheath again undeeded. 

Let me find him, fortune! and 

More I beg not, {Alarums.) l.u, 

SCENE VIL*— TAe gates of the Castle at Dunsi^ 
none. — {Alarums.) 

Enter Macbktit, / rom l.h. through the gate^. 

Mac. Why should I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon them. (Gomg to u.n.) 

Enter Macduff, through the gatCj and coming 
dowrij R.H. 

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Mac. Of all men else I have avoided thee ; 

But get thee back, my soul is too much chargM 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. I have no words, 

My voice is in my sword : thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out ! {Fight. — Alarums ) 
Mac. Thou losest labour : 

As easy may’st thou the entrenchant air (2) 

With thy keen swore impress, as make me bleed : 

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd. Despair thy charm ; 

And let the angel, whom thou still hast serv’d, 


(I) Common «oldiers. 

Air which cannot be cut. 
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Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp’d, 

Mac. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 

For it hath cow’d my better part of man ! 

And be these juggling fiends no more believed, 

That palter(I) with us in a double sense: 

That keep the word of promise to our car. 

And break it to our hope.— FH not fight with thee. 

Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 

And live to be the show and gaze o’ the rime. 

We’ll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 

Painted upon a pole ;(2) and under-writ. 

Here you may see the tyrants 
Mac. I will not yield, 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet, 

And to be baited with the rabble’s curse. 

Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, 

And thou oppos’d, being of no woman born, 

Yet I will try the last:— 

Lay on, MacduflF; 

And damn’d be him that first Hold ! enough 

[Alarums. — They Jight. — Macheth falls and dies^ 
{Flourish of trumpets and drums^shout^ ^c.) 

Enter Malcolm, Rossk, Lkkox, Siward, Gentle* 
men and Soldiers^ through the gate. 

Macd. Hail, King ! for so thou art : the time is 
free : 

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s pearl, (4) 
That speak my salutation in their minds ; 

Whose voices f desire aloud with mine,— 

Hail, King of Scotland ! 

All. Kmg of Scotland, hail ! 

{Flourish of trumpets and drums.) 

(1) Sliuffle witli ambiguous expressions. 

(2) That on cloth suspended on a pole. 

(3) By ei'vhig hoOf i. e. hold. — See p. note 9, 

(4) WealtL. 
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MaL We shall not spend a large expense of time. 
Before we reckon with your several loves, 

And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen, 
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour namM. What's more to do, 

That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 

We will perform in measure, time, and place ; 

So thanks to all at Once, and to each one, 

Whom'Ure invite to see us crown’d at Scone, 

{Flourish of Trumpets and Drums,) 


Disposition of ths Characters when the Curtain fall^k 
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THE GRECIAN DAUGHTER 


Tlio siil)j(*ct of thi'* trjifredy is not very interesting in any shape, and 
least of all is it calculated for the purposes of the drama ; it is one of 
thos<' mock pieces of lieroism which so often captivate the many, but 
which not being founded in nature, have at all times a very close affi- 
nity to the builesijue In reference to the stage — and it is in that litrhl 
only ue arc now lookinjr at it — the idea ot a daught(‘r supplying the 
place of a wt t nurse to a father is at best not very pleasing, nor ’’s tberc 
any self-sacriliec in the deed to conceal its indelicacy or elevate it t<» 
the tone of the tragic diama. Looking at Kuphrasia’s condiiet in tlie 
most favourable point of view, what is it? she docs but allow atfeetion 
tor a father to ov'crconie affection for u child, a preference, which if it 
df>es not deserve censure, most assuredly docs not merit praise. The 
love of a mother to a child is an iustinct, implanted in womairs Iiroast 
by nature herselt, and as such it cannot be violated without a criuu 
After all, too, nothing is so cheap as this ambiguous virtue, which jn 
O ld) practised at the expense of other, and better ijualities ; it is the 
doubtful liberality of a miser, who, when death is about to divide biin 
from his wealth, bequeathes it to a hospital rather than to Ids rela- 
tions, upon which a splendid monument records his gciieiosity. Lu- 
phrasia inahes no sacrifice beyond what circumstances compel her to 
make; she has to choose between two affections, and unluckily lui 
choice is more heroic than natural — that is, supposing there is any sa- 
crifice at all ; if there is none, her affection amounts to nothing, for 
the simple act of sucKling her father differs from her having fed him in 
any other way, only by its being more disgusting. 

Voltaire found it infinitely ridiculous that Milton should wiite an 
Epic poem on an apple, evTn though that apple involved the fate of all 
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mankind, but whiit would he have said to a trapfcdy founded on tlu 
father ot a ycuiut:; woman, suckling an old man ? llisum leiieati" 
nuiei ' 

The idea was ul» doubt borrowed from V alerius iMaximus de pietate 
in pareult*'', has fw,> stories on the subject, but neither ot tluMU 
worth in.ieb, as the reader will see by the lolh»wing quotations. The 
objeet ot affection in tlie first story is a mother instead ol a talheu 
wliich places the act in a much more interesting point of view. 

Dl^ AMORE FIL\M EKGA MATKI'M 

Sanmilnis ingenul mulierem praetor apud tribunal “‘Uim* tapllali 
crimiue daumatam, triuinv'iro in carcere nccatulam tradidit ; 
rec eptam, is <iui iiistodia* prau'rat, misericorflia inotus, non jiiotiun'' 
straiurulavut. Vditiuu tpioque ad cam tilin', sed ililigeutei e\i ussa*, ne 
quid ('i))i iuferret, dedit, cxistimans futiirum ut iuedi.i consumeretii . 
('uinautem jam dies jdures iutercedoront, secum i|)^i* (pi:ej‘eus qiriduam 
i ssel, quod tamdiu sustcutaictur, curiosius ol>'.ervata lili.i, .luiui.ulx t itit 
dhtin *xertoubere famem matris lactis sui subsidu) leuieuteu) ; qua 
t ru ,uhniral)ilis sjieclaculi novitas ab ip^o ad iriiniivinuii, a li iiiiu\ 
ad pi<elorejn, a pra'loi'r* ad Ciuisulum judicium pj'rlata, i‘emi‘'Mon( m 
j'leiuv luulieri inqu-travit. <Juo non ponctrat aut quid mm exeoiiuat 
p’«et.‘.s, (|ua’ iu carcere servanda? geiietricis novaiu ratimewu iuv’i-ml 
Ouid euim taiii inusitatum, quid tain iuauditum, (juaiii /uatt(‘tn iiheii- 
l)tis nata* alilaiii IhilavTrit aihpiis hoc contra ’crum natiiraiii t.if timi. 
I'lsi diligcre })arcute.'. priiuu ualune lex essei. Lib. v . e,ip 4 

l)i: nUJE PIETATE IN VVTKKM. 

li!( 111 pi.Tdlcatum de pielate ejus, esistimatur qua* pitriin '.imm 
( imo.ia cousimili forhina atfectuiii paiitjue eustoth.e tiMditum, jain 
i.llMu.e senec'ulis, vekit infantom j'CCtoTi suo udmutum almt. Ilau'eril 
ae ('lit homimiin ociili, ('um luijus facri jne tam imagiuem vulerif, 
(a^u'pie antiqui (-onditiouem, pra.'senti.'v spirlaiaili adiuii atioiie re- 
uov uit iu illi.^ mutis membrorum liueameutis viva ac sjioatia corpora 
inline**! cred.entes; quod uecessc est aniuio quofjue cv( nire aliquaiito 
edii'aeiorc pirtura litcrarum vetera pro recentibiis aduioiiito recordari. 

Irlein. 

1 apromising as ibis story is, it has not been at all iuiju'oved by 
Murphy'* mode of handling it j the dianieters are feelile, and the laii 
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has not tho slightest i)rctensi()ns to the name of poetry. Diony 
-njs raves about murder, and Eujdirasia about l)ie<y, but there is no 
mind in tlie one, .uid no tendeiness in the othei , smh ti man as the 
Dionysius of Murphy never could have been .my thimr Itiit a school 
tnastei, it indeed he had lalenr enoncfh even for that ocenpation. It 
e liere lh.it v\e Imd the i;u‘at distinetion heiwceii the 'leserijitlve jioet 
md the dranialist; taste, observation, and poetic teelincN imi\ >uth(e 
tin nieie description, but the tragic writer must have, o\ei and alwoi 
these «|U,ihties, a stiong iindersl.anding, it his charaitii'* ire to 
be inti lhafu il ; he nj.iy, indeed, ii'.ike his lieroes wiMioiit 

hiinsi'll possess ‘.mr lonrage, because between a brave and .i tnuid 
id tlnu’e can h(‘ no doiuit e\eii to tire meanest (‘apacity, bnt it is only 
toi umh'rstnndiiig to liiid arts and I mgu.iee for iindei standing ffeiee 
IT is that the heroes ol modem tragedy, like this ' inJoit "ent'einati 
Dionysius, have paisions in ahimdance, but \ery littli' inteiieet, the 
iio('ts tlieinselves having Uht limited a slock of th.it (oinuuMlit) tu 

a. i^feanyot it u])oii fietitioiis characters V vague idea s»'iujs to 
liTivi cot .abroad, tliat irn.agery is true poetry, just as in the de( liu'* of 
houi.m greatness the flowers of iheloric vverea'a'epUal for real oi dory. 
Tin TCSuU lias been the ".line in eithoi c ase--tlie (leslru(‘tion ot tin* 
id dselt. 

In the formation ot hnnian h^ugs, natini*, v\ i li hti usn d 1 t\e ot 
v.iTidy, alway-. blends liad and good (ogether, ne\ ei makia. ,iu\ one 
s(i uood but she is sure to "poil it by .>onie .illoy oi bad, nor so bad 
bid that the evil is iin.ildied 1 y a nuM'ine at le.isl o! eood JVImplsv, 
the eontrarj , ]ncks out one char.ieter on whom be paiks all tin 
e\ d vvdndi might UMsonubly be* divided amongst all the romp. my, .and 

b. i\ mgi^ sent foi tli this ..eape-goat into the wlldernest., the rest ot the di.i 
Tiialis persoiue are like new-l leai lied linen; tliere is not a spid 
uiiongst tliem The worst of it is, lh.it the common mind lias no 
sv nipathy whatev ei v\ ith lhe‘‘C ontrageously virtuous ihai aclei s ; they 
belonji so little to our general thoughts and liahils, that we tain* lu 
more interest ill their a(l.iirs, than we do in thos(‘ of the iuhabilanth ot 
tiie moon ; liesides that there may he a little env’y in the leellng ; .1 
miner has no great admiration for a prude, for reasons snllieiently 
fvident w'ithout any esplauation. 

A liiolisli tale was ( iirreid in Murphy’s time, and has sine*’ been 
lepeated, that the autbor caught the idea of writing this tragedy from 
I picUire ot vdiat is usually styled the “ Roimui Charity,” in which a 



.scntinol is represented burstinpr into tears, on beholdinp a daughter 
while 

Th<* milk design’d 

For her owii offspring, on a parent’s lip 
Aiiays me parching fever.” 

But then* is not the least oeeasion for all this romance , tlieie is la* 
'■* nodus \indice digims the translatoi of Tacitus was not likely to 
he ignorant of V^alerius Maximus, or of a tale that uas kiuiiliai to 
every school hoy ; pictures sometimes take theii subjeets trom tiacrc- 
dies, hut tia(5e(Ues are not very generally fotmded on pu tines, and, m 
trutli, there is nothing in the Oreeian Daughtei so reiiuikahle that 
liei birth should need a prodigy. 

As to the poetical justice of the piece, there is no denying it; the 
usurper is stabbed, and the lawful king regains his throne; Midas him- 
'-eli could not have settled affairs more justly ; Imt then this poetical 
justice is by no means worldly justice, and it is the business of tin 
dramatist to show us the world as it is, not a^ it oiiirht to be ; the in- 
terval between the two is most prodigious. 
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SPOKI N BV MK \VL'<Tl>N 


(llf veeps iH at the S to t J) 
II, I iniisiL nmsic — H l^L joii mure to play ^ 

S)mi I it J d off( 1 — top join tat .mt, pi iv 

Ujll joii ptimii, 111 t not pi on inmt hr null 
V liool Si llii one inoi u nl t> intiiuk 
Mv n imc is I ool i qi — ii i c >ou s i\\ me 1 ist, 

1 irtune liith given hr i i ii lultnin; tit 

10 ill mj toils a wilt li ith put i slop — 

\ tkvil tluu , but now J 1 tip a shoji 

jMv niisUi dinl, pool iinn — He out of pi mt 
ill vv ulow,— slu hid i ^Ls, and to jk inj h nt 
\ i>uj to eint ‘'lu- tould iioi bt u to be , 

\nd so till 11 <1 over a ntw leaf with im 

1 dn\c itridi , hivt luthors in mj p iv , 

Men of ill work, pti wtik, per sheet, per d vj 
J I IV Ihis — who not one foie gn countiv know 
\nd p jsf 1 il I oeth — in the sound oi Bow 

11 msl itoTs — Iroin the Gnek they nevei ic id , 

( lint lb'' ind Soph> — in C ovent G irden bred 
fhsloii lIis, who L 111 t vviite , — vvlio only t ike 

S( iss us and piste , ( iit, v imp , a book tluv in d e 

1 \e tie it< d for tlij^ ])1 IV , c tn buy it too, 

H I (Oiild le iin whit you intend to do 

If loi nine in^hts you U he’ ii this ti igie stuff , 

‘live i ne wsp i]u i , ind Ihei e e au p iff 

V nevvspipei does wondei«> ' — None e in he 
In debt, in love, dependent oi qin^i lite 
I trly OI h indsonu, well, eu ill in bed, 

Single eu munecl, o» dive oi eleul 
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But wc give life, death, virtue, vice with ease 5 
in short a newspaper docs what wc please. 

There jealous authors at each other bark. 

Till tiiith leaves not one glimpse, no not one spark ; 
But lies meet lies, and jostle in the dark. 

Our bard within has often felt the dart 
Sent from our quiver, IcvclVd at his heart. 

I’ve press'd him, ere he plays this desp’rate game. 
To answer all, and vindicate liis name. 

But he, convinc'd that all but truth must die, 

Leaves to its own mortality the lie. 

Would any know,— while parties fight pell-mell, 
How he employs his pen his play will tell. 

To that he tnists ; that he submits to you, 

Aim'd at your tcnd’rest feelings,— moral,— new. 
The scenes, he hopes, will draw the heart-felt tear ; 
Scenes that come home to cv'ry bosom here. 

If this will do, ril run and buy it straight ; 

Stay— let me see ;— I think I'd better wait— 

Yes ;— I’ll lie snug till you have fix'd its fate. 


} 


} 


%im of tftqircsimtation. 

The time this piece takes in representation, is two hours and 
h'llf 


Stage Directions^ 


By R.H. is meant, 

L.F1 


U.E. . . 
M.D. . 
D.l . . . 
R.H.D. 
L.H.U. 


Right Hand. 

Left Hand. 

Second Entrance. 
Upper Entrance. 
Middle D<jor. 
Door in Flat. 
Right Hand Door* 
Left Hand Door. 



Coi^tume 


EVANDER. 

^L<xilet tlotli vciit, purple mantle, flesh-coloured arms, legs, and 


PIIILOTAS. 

Gieeu Grecian tunic and robe, Iambi ekeen, ibid. 

MELANTHON. 


'?ldte-coloured, ibid 

PHOCION. 


White tunic, blue robe, ibid. 

DIONYSIUS 

White tunic, scarlet, ibid. 

CALIPPUS. 


Pink, ibid. 


Blue, ibid. 


ARCAS. 

GREEK HERALD 


Giccian herald's dress. 

OFFICERS AND SOLDIERS. 
Giccian military dresses, varioua colours. 


EUPHRASIA. 

White muslin dress and drapery, with gold Grecian bordei. Se- 
'nd dress. — Plain muslin dress and drapery. 

ERIXENE. 

White dress and drapery, with coloured Grecian border. 



|Ser£(on^ Eepitislenteti 


Original, 1772 

Eianitr , , * Mr. Barr)’ 

JMonysiuh, * Mr. Palmer. 

Phonon Mr. J. Aickin. 

Mrlanthon Mr. Aickiu. 

Phxlotas Mr. Reddish. 

/inns Mr. Hurst. 

('altppns Mr. Inclibald. 

Grttk Soldiei' Mr. Davies. 

Offinr Mr Wheeler, 

Greek Herald Mr. Packer. 

Euphrasia Mis. Barry. 

Erurene Miss Platt 

Drury Dane Covent~ Gardt n 

^ f Mr. Kcmhlc 

\ Mr. Young 

Dionysius - Mr, Raymond. Mr. Conway 

Phxlotns Mr. Rae. Mr. Terry 

Melanthon Mr. Powell. Mr. Murray. 

Phocion • Mr. Holland. Mr. Abbott. 

Arens Mr. Wallack. Mr. Jefferies. 

Greek Herald Mr. R. Phillii>s. Mr. Crcswell. 

Caltppus Mr. Elrington. Mr. Treby. 

Greek Soldier Mr. Carr. Mr. Howell. 

Officer Mr. Waldegrave. 

Euphrasia Mrs. Bartley. Miss O'Neill. 

Erixme Miss Tidswell. Miss Bristow 



THE GRECIAN DAUGHTER. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A Street in Syracuse. 

Enter Phi lotas and Melanthon, l.h, 

Melan, Yet, yet a moment^ hear, PhilotaS;, hear lue. 
Phil. No more ; it must not be. 

Melan. Obdurate man ! 

Thus wilt thou spurn me, when a king distress’d, 

A good, a virtuous, venerable king, ^ 

The father of his people, from a throne 
Which long with evVy virtue he adorn’d, 

Torn by a ruffian, by a tyrant’s hand, 

Groans in captivity ? In his own palace 
Lives a sequester'd prisoner ?~Ob ! Philotas, 

If thou liast not renounc’d humanity, 

Let me behold my sovereign; once again 
Admit me to his presence ; let me see 
My royal master. 

PhiL Urge thy suit no further ; 

Thy words are fruitless ; Dionysius’ orders 
Forbid access : he is our sov’reign now; 

’Tis his to give the law, miiJo to obey» 

Melan. Thou canst not mean it : his, to give the law ! 
Detested spoiler ! — his ! a vile usurper ! 

Have we forgot the elder Dionysius, 

Surnam’d the tyrant ? To Sicilia’s throne 
The monster waded through whole seas of blood. 

Sore groan’d the land beneath his iron rod ; 

’Till rous’d at length, Evander came from Greece, 

Like freedom’s genius came, and sent the tyrant, 

Stript of his crown, and to his humble rank 

B 




2 THE ORECIAN 


Once more reducM, to roam, for vile subsiatence, 

A wandering sophist through tiie realms of Greece. 

Phil, Whatever bis right, to hitti in Syracuse 
All bend the knee; his the supreme dominion, 

And death and torment wait his sovereign nod 
Melan. But soon thatpow'r shall cease: behold his 
walls 

Now close enctrelad by the Grecian bands; 

Timoleon leads them on ; indignant Corinth 
Sends her avengt* ftwrtb, arrayed in terror, 

To hurl ambition from a throne usurp'd. 

And bid all Sicily resume her rights. 

Phil* Thou wert a statesman once, Melanthon ; now, 
Growo dim with age, thy eye pervades no more 
The deep-laid schemes which Dionysius plans. 

Know then, a fleet from Carthage even now 
Stems the rough billow; and, ere yonder sun, 

That now declifling seeks the western wave. 

Shall to the shades of night resign the world, 

Thou’lt see the Punic sails in yonder bay, 

Whose waters wash the walls of Swacuse. 

Melan. Art thou a stranger to Timoleon's name ^ 
Intent to plan, and circumspect to see 
All possible events, he rushes on 
Resistless in his course ! your boasted master 
Scarce stands at bay ; each hour the strong blockade 
Hems him in closer, and ere long thou’ft view 
Oppression's iron rod to fragments shiver'd ! 

The good Evandef then— 

PML Alas ! Evaniler * 

Will ne*er behold the golden time you look for 1 
Melan, How ! not behold it ! Say, Philotas, sepak ; 
Has the fell tyrant, haVe his felon murderers — 

Phil, As yet, my friend, Evander lives. 

Melan, Then bless me with one tender interview. 


Thrice has the sun gone down, since last these eyes 
Havrseen the good old king : say, why is this? 
i W|ierefore debafr’d his presence > Thee, Philotas, 
troops obey, that guard the royal prisoner; 
£|^\avenue to thee is open ; thou 

grant admittance: let me, let me see him. 
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Phil. Entreat no more { the sout of Diony$his 
Is ever wakeful | rent with all the pangs 
That wait on coasdonmi guilt. 

Melon. But when rfuo night-^ 

Phil. Alas I it cannot be : but mark my wurds : 

Let Greece urge on her general assault. 

Dispatch some friend, who may o’erleap the walls, 

And tell Timoleon, the good old Evander 
Has liv’d three days, by IMonysiits’ order. 

Lock’d up from ev’ry 8ustenanoe.of nature} 

And life, now wearied out, alnrost empires. 

Melon. If any spark of virtue dwelt within thee. 
Lead me, Philetas, lead me to his prison. 

Phil. The tyrant’s jealous care hath mov’d him thence. 
Melon. Ha ! mov’d him, say'st thou ? 

Phil. At the midnight hour. 

Silent convey’d him up the steep ascent, 

To where the elder Dionysius form’d, 

On the sharp summit of the pointed rock 
Which overhangs the deep, a dungeon drear : 

Cell within cell, a labyrinth of horror, 

Deep cavern’d in the clifT, where many a wretch. 
Unseen by mortal eye, has groan’d in anguish. 

And died obscure, unpiticd, and unknown. 

Melon. Clandestine murderer 1 Yes, there’s the scene 
Of horrid massacre. Full oft I’ve walk’d, 

When all things lay in sleep and darkoess hush’d ; 

Yes, oft I’ve walk’d the lonely sullen beach, 

And heard the mournful sound Of many a corse 
Plung’d from the rock info the wave beneath, 

That murmur’d on the shore. And roetma he thus 
To end a monarch’s life ? Oh 1 grant my pray’r ; 

My timely succour may protect h» dt^S} 

The guard is yours — , 

Phil. Forbear ; thop plead'st in vath; 

I must not yield } it were mMiur'd destruetiofi. 

Farewell } dispatch » diees^ to the pvt»ks ; 

I’ll to my statltWjt now th4Na know’et't^il^ worat. 

*>V w tJEW#, R.H. 

3/e/an. Oh 1 lost Evander 1 t|0ot ||up1n>asla too I 
V. B 2 ' 
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How willlber gentle nature bear the shock 
Of a dear father^ thus in iing’ring panga 
A prey to:foinine, }ike the veriest wretch 
Whom the hard band of misery had grip’d ! 

In vain she’U rave with impotence of sorrow ; 

Perhaps provoke her fate : Greece Arms in vain ; 

Ali^s lost t Evander dies 1 

Camppus, i,.h. 

Culip. Where is the king? 

Our troops, that sallied to attack the foe, 

Retire disorder'd; to the eastern gate 
The Greeks pursue; Timoleon rides iu blood ' 

Ariti, atm, and meet theii lory. 

Melan, To the citadel 
Direct thy footsteps ; Dionysius there 
Marshals a cbcsen band. 

Calip. Do thoQ call forth (Crosses to r.ii ) 

Thy hardy veterans; balte, or all is lost !— h,h. 

( Warlike Muac.) 
Melan. Now, ye jtlst Gods, now look propitiou'- 
down; 

Now give the Grecian sabre ten-fold edge. 

And save a virtuous king. {Warlike mu^n ) 

EtUer Eoprrasia, uh.u.e. 

Euph. War on, ye hetoes, 

Yc great assertors of a monarch's cause! 

Let the wild tempest rise. Melanthon, ha ! 

Didst thou not hear the i^ASt tremendous roar ’ 

Down tumbling from its base, the eastern tow'r 
Burst on the tint’s ranks, and on the plain 
Lies an extended tuiin. 

Afeton. Still new horriprs 
Increase each hour, and gather round our heads. 

Euph* The glorious tumult lifts my tmv’ring soul. 
Once more, Mellnihon. once again, my father 
Shall mount Slbiihi’s thqrooe. 

Alas I thathout 



Would come with joy to ev*ry honest heart, 

Would shed divinest blessings from its wing; 

But no such hour in all tho round of time, 

I fear, the fates averse will e’er lead on4 
Euph. And still, Me^anthon, still does pale despair 
Depiess thy spirit ? Lo ! Tioioleon comes, 

Arm’d with the power of Greece: th<|( brave, the just, 
God-like Timoleon 1 ardent to redroti, 

He guides the war, and gains upoa*iu|t prey, 

A little interval sliall set the victor ^ 

Within our gates triumphant. 

Melon. Still my fears 

Forbode for thee. Would thou hadsf left this place, 
When henc^ your husband, the bravd Pboeion, fled. 
Fled with youV infant son ! 

Euph. lb duty fixed, 

Here I remain’d, while my braVe, gen’rous Phocian 
Fled with my cfiild, and trom hla mother’s arms 
Bore my sweet little one.*rhU well (hou.Jknow’st 
The pangs I suflered in that trying moment ! 

Hid T not weep ? Did I not rave and fhHek i 
And by the roots tear my dishe veil’d ? 

Did 1 not follow to the sea-bdat shore, 

Resolv’d with him and with my blooming boy, 

To trust the winds and waves? (Crosses to a.h.) 
Melon. 1 ne’er can doubt tby constancy and love. 
Euph. Mclanthon, bow I lov’d, the gods, who saw 
Each secret image that ray fitncy form'd, 

The gods can witness how I lov’d my Pbocion, 

And yet I went not with hiai< Could. I do it ? 
t'ould 1 desert my father ? Could I iMve 
The venerable man, who gave me 'being, 

A victim here in Syracuse, nor Stay , 

To wateh his late, to visit his afflicUop^ 

To cheer his prison hours, and v?ith tw tear 
Hf filial vir^e bid ev'n bobdage sroil^? 

Melon. 1110 pious eot, whate’er tlm fhtes intend. 
Shall merit heart-felt 
Euph. Yes, Phocion, goi 
Go with my child, torn from this matron breast, 
n S 
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This breUt thst still should yield its nurture to him ; 
Fly with my infUnt to some beppier shore > 

If he be safe, Buptuasia dies content. ^ 

Melon, I would not add to thy afflictions ; yet 
My heart misgives Evander's fatal period — — 
Kvph. Still is far off, the gods have sent relief, * 
And once again )( ^all behold him hing- 
Melon. W% I otter that would plunge thee 
dotUn^ 

In deep despair? 

Muph. The spirit-stirring vjrtue. 

That glows within me, ne'er shall know despair. 

No, 1 wilt trust the gods. Desponding mao ! 

Hast thou not heard with what resistless ardour 
Timoleon drives the tumult of the war ? 

Hast thou not heSrd him thund’ring at oor gates ? 
Tiie tyrant's pait up in bis last retreat; 

Anon thou'lt sea but hattl^tments in dust. 

His wails, his ramparts, aod'hiB tow'rs in ruin ; 
Destruction pouring in on ev'ry side* 

Pride and oppression at their utmoat need, 

And nought to save him in his hopeless hour. 

(Oo^ses to 

(JflouriiA of 7\nmpets and Dnonc.) 

Melon. Hal the fell tyrant Ciomes.«>-BeguiIe his 
rage, 

And o’er sorrows east a dawn of riadness. 
{Fhwhh of Trumpeta and 

Btuer PipoMVSiUS, CAtlPpos, Pcroiccas and 

««■«, a.H, 

Dion. *th€ vajjn pnasdiuptuous Greek ! bis hopes of 

' ctmqus^ 

Like a gay ifiemt ^ vfihislj’d into air. 

Proudly elate, ai^ fflishad twth easy trimupk 
O’er imlgar to gates of Syraausc 

He urg'd the war, till Didhi^WS’ awn 
Let slaughter looie, aud dastafd train 

T^eeV ibeh’falwy by inf Iprious flight. 
mllK^pA. O Dioo^us, if distracting fears 
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Alarm this throbbing bosom, you will pardon 
A frail and topder seR. Till toe fur^ 

Of war sttbsl^, the wild, the horrid interval, 

In safety let me soothe to dear delight 
Tn a lov’d btther’s presence ; from his si^ht. 

For three long days, With specious feigned excube, 
Your guards debarr’d me. Oh ! while yet he lives, 
Indulge a daughter’s love s Worn oMt with age. 

Soon must he seal his eyes in eitdlwl night, 

And with his converse charm my «ar no more. 

Dim- Thy couch invites thee. When the tumult’s 
o'er, 

Thou’lt see Evander with redoubled joy. 

Though now, uneqaal to the cares of empire, 

His age ae(|ue8ier him, yet hononrs high 
Shall gild the evening of hi, various thy. 
Perdiccas,ere th® tnwo’s revolving light 
Unveil the feed of things, dd thou dispatch 
A well oar’d-galley to tiamlloar'a fleet j 
At the north point of yoodhr promontory 
Let some selected officer instruct him 
To moor his slii(», and issue on the 'land. 

{Exit, Per. H.H. 

Then mayTtmoleon tremble t {Crosses to l.h.} ven- 
geance then 

Shall overwhelm his camp, pursue his bands 
With fatal havock to the ocean’s margin, 

And cast their limbs to glut the vulture’s famine 
In mangled hea{»s upon the naked shore, 

{Flourish tnmwts an4 dru^j) 

f£«ee»wf JpidnysiusiAnd O0cers, j..h. 
Euph. What do I hear i Melanthon, can it be ? 
If Carthage comes, if her pejrfidioOa sons 
List in his cause, the dawn of fireedom’s gone. 

Melon. Woe, bitt’rest woe impends ; thou would'^t 
not think'**' . 

Euph. How I'^pmk !***'QofoldM* 

Melon, My tongue denies its oflpice* 

Euph. How is my flither I 6ay« Melanthon— 
Melon, H&— 


. »4 
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1 fear to shock theii with the tale of hofror ! 

Perhaps he dies this moment. — Since Timoleon 
First form'd bis lines round this beleaguered city^ 

No nutriment has touchM Evander's lips. 

In the deep caverns of the rock imprison'd, 

He pines in bitterest want* 

Euplu Well, my heart, 

Well do your vHidi drops forget to flow. . 

Melan. Enough his sword has reek'd with publi^ 
slaughter $ 

Now dark insidious deeds must thin mankind. 

ICuph, Oh ! night, that oft hast heard my piercinir 
shrieks 

Disturb thy awful silence ; oft has heard 
Each stroke these hands in frantic sorrow gave, 

From this sad breast resounding, now no more 
1 mean to vent complaints ; I mean not now 
With busy mem’ry to retrace the wrongs 
His hand hath heap'd on our demoted race. 

1 bear it all, with calmest patience bear it; 

Resign'd and wretched, desperate and lost. 

Melan, Despair, alas ! is all the sad resource 
Our fate allows us now. 

Euph, Yet why despair ? 
fs that the tribute to a father due ? 

Blood is his dOe, Melanthon ; yes, the blood, 

The vile, black blood, ,tbat fills the tyrant’s veins, 
Would graceful look upon my dagger's point. 

Come, vengeance, come, shake off this feeble sex, 
Sinew my arm, and guide it to his heart. 

And thou, O filial piety I that tul'st 
My woman's breast, turn to vindictive rage ; 

Assume the port of justice | show mankind 
Tyrannic guilt bath never dar'd in Syracuse, 

Beyond the reach of virtue* 

. Melan. Moderate your ^eal, 

Nor let him tiear these transports of the soul, 

These wild upbraidings* 
a Euph. Shall Euphrasi^t’s voice 
Pe.ini^h’d to silence, when a father dies ? 
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Shall not the monster hear his deeds accurst ? 

Shall lie not tremble, when a daughter comes, 

Wild wilh her griefs, and terrible with wrongs ; 

Ficice in despair, all nature in her cause, 

Alarm'd and rousM with horror? — Yes, Melanthon, 
The man of blood shall hear me ; yes, my voice 
Shall mount aloft upon the whirlwind’s wing. 

Pierce yon blue vault, and at the throne of heav'n 
Call down red vengeance on the raurd’fer’s head. 
Melanthon, come; my wrongs will lend me forcej 
The weakness of my sex is gone ; this iirm 
Feels tenfold strength ; this arm shall do a deed, 

For heav’n and earth, for men and gods to wonder at I 
This arm shall vindicate a father’s cause. 

[^Exeuiit, j>.H. 


END OF ACT I. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I, — A wild romantic Scency amidst over-> 
hanging Rocks; a Cavern on one side. 

Arcas, with a Spear in his handy discoveied. 

Areas. The gloom of night sits heavy on the world ; 
And o’er the solemn scene such stillness reigns. 

As ’twere a pause of, nature : on the beach 
No murmuring billow breaks^ the Grecian tents 
Lie sunk in sleep; no gleaming fires are seen; 

All Syracuse is hush'd ; no stir abroad. 

Save ever and anon the dashing oar, 

That beats the sullen wave. And hark I— Was that 
The groan of anguish from Evander's cell, 

Piercing the midnight gloom ?•*— It is the sound 
Of bustling prows, that cleave the briny deep. 

Perhaps at this dead hour Hamilcar's fleet 
Rides in the bay. 

B 5 
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Enter Vhilotas^ from the Cavern^ ii.H. 

Phil- What ho !— brave Areas ! — ho ! 
j Areas. Why thus desert thy couch ? 

. PML Metbbught the sound 
/ Of distant uproar chasM affrighted sleep. 

Areas. At intervalSj^ the oar’s resounding stroke 
Comes echoing from the main. Save that report, 

A death-like silence thro’ the wide expanse 
Broods o’er tRe dreary coast. 

Phil. Do thou retire, 

And seek repose; the duty of thy watch 

Is now perform'd ; I take thy post. (Crosses to l,h.) 

Areas. How fares 
Your royal pris’ner ? 

PhiL Areas, shall I own 
A secret weakness ? My heart inward melts 
To see that suffering virtue. On the earth, 

The cold, damp earth, the royal victim lies ; 

And while pale famine drinks his vital spirit, 

He welcomes jdeath, and smiles himself to rest. 

Oh ! would I could relieve him 1 
Areas, May no alarm disturb thee. 

[Eodt into the Cavern^ r.h. 
PhiL Some dread event is lab’ring into birth. 

At close of day the sullen sky held forth 
Unerring signals. — With disastrous glare 
The moon’s full orb rose crimson’d o’er with blood ; 
And lo ! athwart the^ gloom a falling star 
Trails a long tract of fire ! — What daring step 
Sounds on the flinty roch? Stand there; what, ho ! 
Speak, ere thou dar’sl advance. Unfold thy purpose : 
Who, and what art thou ? 

]^ph, (Without^ L.H.) Mine no hostile step; 

1 bring no valour to alarm thy fears : 

It is a friend approaches. 

PhiL Ha 1 what mean 
'Those plaintive notes ? 

Euph, H^re is no ambush’d Greek, 
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No warrior to surprise thee on the watch. 

An humble suppliant comes.— Alas, rny strength 
Exhausted, quite forsakes this weary frame. 

Phil. What voice thus piercing through the gloom 
of night — 

What art thou? What thy errand? — quickly say, 
Wherefore alarm’st thou thus our peaceful watch? 
{He goes qffj i..H. and returns with Euphrasia.) 
Euph. Let no mistrust affright tbe^. Lo! a wretch, 
The veriest wretch that ever groan'd in anguish, 
Comes here to grovel on the earth before thee, 

To tell her sad, sad tale, implore thy aid. 

For sure the powT is thine ; thou canst relieve 
My bleeding heart, and soften all my woes. 

Phil, Euphrasia ! 

Why, princess, thus anticipate the dawn ? 

Still sleep and silence wrap the weary world ; 

The stars in mid career usurp the pole ; 

The Grecian bands, the winds, the waves are hush’d ; 
All things are mute around us; all but you, 

Rest in oblivious slumber from their cpres. 

Euph. Yes, all ; all rest : the very murd’rer sleeps ; 
Guilt is at rest : I only wake to misery. 

Phil. How didst thou gain the summit of the rock ? 
Euph, Give me my father ; here you hold him fet- 
tered ; 

Oh ! give him to me: — if ever 
The touch of nature throbbed within your breast. 
Admit me to Evander : in these caves 
I know he pines in want ; let me convey 
Some charitable succour to a father* 

Phil, Alas ! Euphrasia, ’would I dare comply. 
Euph, It will be virtue in thee. Thou, like me, 
Wert born in Greece: — Ob! — ^by our common pa- 
rent — 

Nay, stay; thou shalt not fly; Phllotas, stay — 

You have a father, too !— think, were his lot 

Hard as Evander’s, if by felon bands 

Chain'd to the earth, with slow-consuming pangs 

bG 
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He felt sharp want, and with an asking eye 
Implor’d relief, yet cruel man denied it; — 

Wouldst thou not burst through adamantine gates, 
Through walls and rocks, to ba\c him ? Think Phi- 
lotas, 

Of thy own aged aire, and pity mine. 

Think of the agonies a daughter feels, 

When thus a parent wants the common food, 

The bounteous hand of nature meant for all. 

PhiL ’Twere best withdraw thee, princess , thy as- 
sistance, 

Evander wants not ; it is fruitless all ; 

Thy tears, thy wild intrcaiies, are in vain. 

Euph. Ha! thou hast murdered him I He is no 
more ! 

1 understand thee; butchers, you have shed 
The piecious drops of life. 

Phil. Alas ! this frantic grief can nought avail ; 
Retire, and seek the couch of balmy sleep, 

In this dead hour, this season of repose ? 

Euph. And dost thou then, inhuman that thou art. 
Advise a wretch like me to know repose ? 

This is my last abode; these caves, these rocks. 

Shall ring for ever with Euphrasia’s wiongs; 

Here will I dwell, and rave, and shriek, and give 
These scatter’d locks to all the passing winds ; 

Call on Evander lost ; 

And cruel gods, and cruel stars invoking, 

Stand on the cliff in madness and despair ! 

Phil. By heav’n, 

My heart in pity bleeds. 

Euph. Talk’st thou of pity — 

Yield to the generous instinct; grant my prayer ; 

Let my eyes view him, gaze their last upon liim. 

And shew you have some sense of human woe. 

Phil. Oh ! thou hast conquer’d — Go, Euphrasia, go, 
BcsJiold thy father — 

Euph. I’ll bathe thy hand with tears, tliou gen’rous 

JL • 

JFtiiL Yet mark my words; if aught of nourishment 
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Thou wouldst convey, roy partners of the watch 
Will ne’er consent — 

FjUph. I will observe your orders : 

On liny terms, oh ! let me, let me see him. 

Phil. Yon lamp will guide thee thio’ the cavern’d 
way. 

Eup/i, My heart runs o’ei in thanks ; the pious act 
Timoleon shall reward ; the bounteous gods, 

And thy own \irtue, shall reward the deed, 

{Goes into the tavt.) 
Phil, Prevailing, pow’rful virtue ’ — Thou Mibdue‘t 
The stubborn heart, and mould’s! it to thy purpose. 
’Would, 1 could save them ! — But tho* not for me 
The glorious pow’r to shelter innocence, 

Yet for a moment to assuage its woes, 

Is the best sympathy, the purest joy, 

Natme intended for the heart of man, 

When thus she gave the social gen’rous tear. 

into the cme, n n. 

SCENE II.— instde*of a Cavern, 

Enter Arcas Euphrasia, r.h. 

Areas, No ; on my life I dare not. 

Euph, But a small, 

A wretched pittance ; one poor cordial drop, 

To renovate exhausted drooping age : 

I ask no more. 

Arcas, Not the smallest store 
Of scanty nourishment must pass these walls : 

Our lives were forfeit else : a moment’s parley 
Is all I grant ; in yonder cave he lies. 

Evan, {within the cell.) Oh ! struggling nature ! lei 
thy conflict end. 

Oh ! give me, give me rest ? 

Euph, My father’s voice ! 

It pierces here ! it cleaves my very heart ! 

I shall expire, and never see him more. 
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Areas. Repose thee, princess, here {Draws a conchy 
L.ii.) — here rest thy limbs, 

Till the returning blood shall lend thee firmness. 
Evan. Oh, Oh, Oh ! 

Euph. The caves, the rocks, re-echo to his groans ! 
And is there no relief? 

Areas. All 1 can grant, 

You shall command, I will unbar the dungeon, 
Unloose the chain that binds him to the rock, 

And leave your interview without restraint. 

( Opens a cell in the back scene,) 
Enph. Hold, hold, my heart ! Oh ! how shall I 
sustain 

The agonizing scene ? {Rises,) 1 must behold him : 
Nature, that drives me on, will lend me force. 

Is that his mansion ? 

Areas. Take your last farewell. {Crosses to 
His vigour seems not yet exhausted quite. 

You must be brief, or ruin will ensue. [Exit, l.h. 
Evan. {Raising himself.) Oh ! when shall I get 
free ? These fingering pangs — 

Euph. Behold, ye powers, that spectacle of woe! 
Evan. Dispatch me, pitying gods, and save my 
child ! 

I burn, I burn ! Alas ! no place of rest ! 

{Rises and comes out.) 
A little 'air ; once more a breath of air : 

Alas I I faint — I die. ’ {Falls against a rock.) 

Euph. Heart-piercing sight ! 

Let me support you, sir. 

Evan. Oh 1 lend your arm — 

Whoe’er thou art, I thank thee — That kind breeze 
Comes gently o’er my senses — Lead me forward. 

And is there left one charitable hand 
To reach its succour to a wretch like me ? 

Euph. Well may’st thou ask it. Oh, my breaking 
heart ! 

The hand of death is on him, 

Evan. Still a little, 

onward to the air conduct me. 
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"Tis well ; {Sits on couch,) — I thank thee ; thou art 
kind and good ; 

And much I wonder at this generous pity. 

Muph, Do you not know me, sir ? 

Evan, Methinks 1 know 
That voice : ail thou— Alas ! my eyes are dim ! 

Each object swims before me — No, in truth, 

I do not know thee. 

Euph, Not your own Euphrasia ? 

Evan, Art thou my daughter ? 

Euph, Oh, my honour’d sire ! {Falls at his fett,) 
Evan, My daughter, my Euphrasia? come to close 
A tather’s eyes ! — Giv’n to my last embrace ! 

Gods ! do 1 hold her once again ? — Your mercies 
Are without number — {Falls on the couch,) 

I would pour rny praise — 

You read my heart — you see what passes there. 

Euph, Alas ! he faints ; the gushing tide of trans- 
port 

Bears down each feeble sense— Restore him, heaven ! 

Evan, All, my Euphrasia, all will soon be well. 
Pass but a moment, and this busy globe, 

Its thrones, its empires, and its bustling millions, 

Will seem a speck in the great void of space. 

Yet while I stay, thou darling of my age ! 

Nay, dry tliose tears— 

Euph, I will, my father. 

Euan, Where, 

1 fear to ask it, where is virtuous Phocion ? 

Euph. Fled from the tyrant’s pow'r, 

Evan, And left thee here, 

Expos'd and helpless ? 

Euph, He is all truth and honour : 

He fled to save my child. 

Evan, My young Evander ! 

Your boy is safe, Euphrasia? — Oh, my heart ! 

Alas! quite gone; worn out with misery. 

Oh ! weak, decay'd old man ! 

Euph. Inhuman wretches ! 

Will none relieve his want? A drop of water 
Might save his life; and ev’n that’s denied him. 
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^an. These strong emoUons— Oh ! that eager aii — 
It is too much — (Ilises,) Assist me , bear me iiencr , 
And lay me down in peace. 

EupL His eyes aie fiv*d 1 
And those pale qidv’ring lips I He clasps mv hand . 
VVhnt, no assistance ! Monsters, will you thus 
Let him expire in these weak feel)lc arms^ 

Enter Philotas, l.h. 

E/iiL Those wild, those piercing shrieks, will I'lvt 
th’ alarm. 

(Plulotas crosses behind to Evandtry ji.H.) 
Euph. Support him ; bear him hence ; *tis all I a^^k. 
Evan, he is cariied off\) O, Death ! where art 
thou ? 

Come, in mercy come, 

And lay me pillow’d in eternal rest* 

My child — where art thou ? Give me — reach thy hand 
Why dost thou weep ? — My eyes are diy — Alas ! 

Quite parch'd my lips — quite parch’d, they cleave to- 
gether. [Exeunty r.h 


Enter Arc as, l.h. 

Aicas, The grey of morn breaks thro’ yon eastern 
clouds, 

'Twere time this interview should end : the hour 
Now wwns Euphrasia hence: what man could dare, 

I have indulg'd, Philotas ! — Ha ! the cell 
Left void ! — Evander gone ! — What may this mean 
Philotas, speak ! 

Enter Phij-otas, r.h. 

Phil. Oh ! vile detested lot^ 

Here to obey the savage tyrant's will, 

And murder virtue, that can thus behold 
^ executioner, and smile upon him. 

PSliat piteous sight ! 
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Daughter. 

Areas. She must withdraw, Pliilotas 5 
Delay undoea us both. The restless main 
Glows with the blush of day* 

The time requires. 

Without or further pause, or vain excuse, 

That she depart this moment. 

PhiL Areas, yes ; 

My voice shall warn her of th’ approat^hing danger. 

[Bxir, R.H. 

Areas. ’Would she had ne’er adventur’d to our 
guard. 

1 dread th* event \ and hark 1 — the wind conveys 
In clearer sound the uproar of the main. 

The fates prepare new havoch; on ih’ event 
Depends the fate of empire. Wherefore thus 
Delays Euphrasia ! — Ha ! what means, Philotas, 

That sudden haste, that pale disordei'd look ’ 

Mniet Pm LOTAS, R.n» 

Phih O ! I can hold no more 5 at such a sight 
Ev’n the hard heart of tyranny would melt 
To infant softness. Areas, go, behold 
The pious fraud of charity and love J 
Eehold that unexampled goodness; see 
I’h’ expedient sharp necessity has taught her 5 — 

Thy heart will burn, will melt, will yearn, to view 
A child like her. 

Areas. Ha! — Say, what mystery 
Wakes tliese emotions ? 

Phil, Wonder-working virtue! 

The father foster’d at his daughter’s breast !— 

O, filial piety ! — The milk design’d 
F’or her own offipring, on the parent’s lip 
Allays the parching fever. 

Areas^ That device 

Has she then form’d, eluding all our care, 

To minister relief? 

Phil. On the bare earth 
E\andcr lies; and as hi$ languid pow’rs 



18 tax, exxcjAK 

Imbibe with eager thirst the kind refreshment. 

And his looks speak nnutterable tiianks, 

Euphrasia views him with the iend’rest glance, 

£v’n as a mother doating on her child. 

And, ever and anon, amidst the smiles 
or pure delight, of exquisite sensation, 

A silent tear steals down, the tear of virtae. 

That sweetens grief to rapture ! All her laws 
Inverted quite, gtokt nature triumphs still. 

Apcaa. The tale unmans my soul. 

Phil. Ye tyrants, hear it, 

« And learn, that, while your cruelty prepares 
Unheard-of torture, viytue can keep pace 
With your worst efforts, and can try new modes 
To bid men grow enamour’d of her charms. 

(Crosses to n.M.} 

Areas. Pbilotas, for Euphrasia, in her caato 
I now can haaard all. Let us preserve 
Her father for her. 

Phil. Oh I her lovely daring 
Transcends all praise, By heav’ti, he shall not die. 
Areas. And yet we must be wary t I’ll go forth, 

(Ooseee to n.u.) 

And first explore each avenue around. 

Lest tbd fix’d centinel obstruct your purpose. 

{Mseit, L.H. 

Phil. I thank thee. Areas s we triU act like men 
Who feel for others’ woes. — She leads him forth, 

And tremblingly sU]>poits bis dropping age. 

Enter Euphrasia, ond Evanobr, r.h. 

Euan. Euphrasia, Oh ! my child ! returning life 
Glows here about my heart. Conduct me forwaid'.— 
At the last gasp preserv’d I Ha I dawning light ! 

Let me behold ; in faith, 1 See thee now j 
I do indeed t the fafiier sees his ehild. 

BuphA have reliev’d him.T-Oh ! thejoy’stoo great ; 
’Tis speechless rapture ! 

^ Evan. Blessings, blessings on thee ! 
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Euph. My father still shall live. Alas 1 PhilptAS^ 
Could 1 abaodon that white hoary head, 

That veOeroble form ?»*-Abandon him, 

To perish here in misery and famine > 

Phil. Thy tears, then miracle of goodness ! 

Have triumph'd o'er me. 

Take him, take your father | 

Convey him hence « 1 do release him to you, 

Evan. (CVosses to eentre.) What said Philotas 1*^ 
Do 1 loudly dream} 

Indeed my senses are imperfect ; yet 
Methought I heard him ! Did he say^ release me} 
Phil. 'I'hou art my king, and now no more my 
pris'ner } 

Go with your cbughter, with that wond’roiis pattern 
Of filial |iiety to a?ter times. 

Yes, prinoess, lead him forth ; I’ll point ^e path, 
Whose soft declivity will guide your stepa 
To the deep vale, which these o'erbahging rocks 
Encoinpass round. Ypu asay aonaey him thence 
To stHine safe shelter. Yet a amment*# pause} 

I must conceal jour flight from «v^ry eye. 

Yes, I will savui 'em er perish In Uislr cause. 

IBatit, i^B. 

Evan. Whklier, oh ! whither shall Evaiider go } 

I’m at the goal of life ; if in the rape. 

Honour has follow’d with no lingering step, 

But there sits smiling with her laurel'd wreath. 

To crown my brow, there would 1 fain make halt, 

And not inglorious lay me down to rest. 

Euph. And will you then refuse, when thus the 
gods 

Afibrd a refuge to thee ? 

MvaH. Oh t my child. 

There Is no refuge for me. 

Euph, Pardon, sir i 

Euphrasia's ^e has form’d a safe retivat j 

There may*si thou dwell t it will not long be wanted*, 

Soon shall Timoleon, with rettetless force, 

Burst yon devoted walls. 
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JEvan. Titnoleon! 

Euph. Yes, 

The brave Titnoleon, with the pow’r of Greece ; 
Another day shall make the city his, 

Evan, 'limoleon come to vindicate my rights ! 

Oh ! thou shait reign in Sicily ! — My child 
Shall grace her Other’s throne. ^ Indulgent heav’n ! 
Pouf down your blessings on this best of daughters ; 
To her and Phocion give Evandef *s crown ; 

Let them, oh ! let them both in virtue wear it, 

And in due time transmit it to their boy ! 

JEnfer Philotas, l.h. 

Phil. All things are apt the drowsy centinel 
Lies bush’d in sleep ; I’ll marshal thee the way 
Down the steep ibck. 

Euph, Oh ! let ns quickly hence. 

Evan, The hlood but loiters in these frozen veins s 
Do you, whose youthful spirit glows with lUle, 

Do you go forth, and leat^e this mpuld’ring corpse. 

To me had heav’n decreed a longer dute. 

It ne’er had suffer’d 8|ell monster’s reign. 

Nor let me s^e the carnage of my people. , 
Farewell, Euphrasia; in one lov’d embrace 
To these remmns pay the last obsequies. 

And leave me here to sink to silent dust. 

Euph. And will you then, on self-destruction bent, 
Reject my pray’r, nor trust your fate with me ? 

Evan. Trust thee 1 Euphrasia? Trust in thee, my 
« child? 

Tho’ lif^s a burden I could well lay down. 

Yet I will prize it, since bestow’d by thee,* 

Oh ! thou art good ; {She kneels, and he tdfses her.) 

thy virtue soars a flight 
For the widc'world to wonder at ; in thee. 

Hear it ail nature, future agCs hear it, 'fA 

The father finds a parent in his child, (Exeittut, l.h. 


EN» OP ACT II, 
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ACT m. 

SCENE i%r&n«e. 

(Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.) 

Enter Diontsius, and Ofiieers, r.h. ' 

Dion. Base deserters ! 

Curse on their Punic faith ! Did they Once dare 
'I'o grapple with the Greek ? Ere yet the main 
\A'as ting’d with blood, they turn’d tlieir ships averse. 
May storms and tempests follow in their rear. 

And dash their fleet upon their Lybian shore ! 

Enter Caxippps, r.h. 

My liege, Timoleoo, where tlie harbour 
opens, 

Has storm’d the forts, and ev’n now lii$ fleet 
Pursues its course, and steers athwart the bey. 

Dyim, Ruin impends; and yet, if fallit must, 

1 beai'a mind to meet it, undismay’d, 

Unconquer’d ev'n by fate. 

CaMp. Through ev’ry street 
Despair and terror fly. A panic spreads 
From man to man, am} superstition sees 
Jove arm’d with thunder, and the gods against u”. 
Dion. With sacred rites their wrath must be ap.. 
peas’d. 

Let instant victims at the altar bleed; 

Let intense roll its fragrant clouds to heav’n, 

And pious matrons, and the virgin tiain„ ‘ 

In slow procmien tb the temple bear^ 

The image ql their gods. fEwf# Calippus, r.h. 

The solemn sacriflice, the virgin mfong. 

Will gain the popular belief, hna kindle 
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In the fierce soldiery religious rage. 

Away, my friends, prepare the sacred rites. 

\^Exmnt Officers^ r.h. 


Enter Philotas, r.h. 

Philotas, thou draw near : how fares your prisoner ? 
Has he yet breathed his last ? 

PhiL Life ebbs apace ; 

To*niorrow*s sun sees him a breathless corse. 

Ditm^ Curse on his Ihig’ring pangs! Sicilia's crown 
No more shall deck his brow ; and if the sand 
Stilt loiter in the glass, thy hand, my friend, 

May shake it thence. 

Phil. It shall, dread sir ; that task 
Leave to thy faithful servant. 

Dion. Oh 1 Philotas, 

Thou little know’st the cares, the pangs of empire. 
The erminM pride, the purple that adorns 
A conqueror’s breast, but serves, my friend, to hide 
A heart that’s torn, that’s mangled with remorse, 

Each object round me wakens norrid doubts ; 

The flatt’ring train^ the centinel that guards me, 

The slave that waits, all give some new alarm, 

And from the means of safety dangers rise. 

Ev’n victory itself plants anguish here, 

And round my laurels the fell serpent twines. 

PhiL Would Dionysius abdicate his crown, 

And $ue for terms of peace? 

Dion. Detested thought ! 

No, though ambition teems with countless ills, 

It still has charms of pow’r to fire the soul. 

Though horrors muliipily around my head, 

I will oppose them alt* The pomp of sacrifice 
But now otdtmdia mockery to heav'u. 

’Tis vain, *tia flruitless : theh let daring guilt 
Be ^ ioapireri and consummate 
Wtil^|yite those Qree&s, the eapri'res of my sword, 
WhilBl^sp'rate valour rushM within our walls, 
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Fought near our person, and the pointed taace 
Aim’d at my breast ? 

Phil. In chains they wait their doom. 

- Dion, Give me to see ’em ; bring the slaves before 
me. 

Phil. What, ho ! Melanthon, this way lead your 
prisoners. 

Enter Mecanthon, with Oreek jnismertf and 
* Fhocion, tt.H. 

Dion. Assassins, and not warriors ! do ye come. 
When the wide range of battle claims your sword. 
Thus do you come against a single life 
To wage the war ’ IMd not our buckler ring 
With all your darts in one collected volley 
Shower’d on my head ? Did not your swords at once 
Point at my breast, and thirst for regal blood ? 

ls< Pris. We sought thy life— -I am by birth a 
Greek ; 

All open foe in arms, I meant to slay 

’J'he foe of human kind.— With rival ardour 

We took the field ; one voice, one mind) one heart ; 

Ail leagu’d, all covenanted : in yon camp 
Spirits there are who aim, like us, at glory. 

Whene’er you sally forth, whene’er the Greeks 
Shall scale your walls, prepare thee to encounter 
A like assault. By me the youth of Greece, 

Thus notify the war they mean to wage. 

Dion. Thus then 1 warn them of my great revenge : 
Whoe’er in battle shall become our pris’Qfer, 
in torment meets bis doom. 

Isf. Pris. Then wilt thou see, 

How vile the body, to a mind that pants 
For genuine glory. Twice three hooding 
Have sworn, like us, to hunt thee tbfougn the mnks ; 
Our’s the first Jk|t ; we're fail'd i on yoadiir plain 
Appear in arnie the fdtbfui band will ttiet thee. 

DUm. Vite th|ve, no mom 1 llehmthon, drag 'em 
hence 
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To die in inis’ry. Impal’d alive. 

The winds shall t>aych them ®IJ9S6y 
Selected froijh the i:eat, le^ one depart ^ 

A messenger to Gretihe^ to tell the fate 
Her chosei) aons, herhrst adventurers, met. 

{Esti, J .H, 

Milan. Unhappy men I how shall my care protect 
Your forfeit lives ?—Philotas, thou conduct them 
To the deep dungeon’s gloom. In that recess, 

Midst the wild tumult of eventful vtu, 

Wa may ward off the blow. My friends, farewell ; 
That officer will guide your steps. 

{All follow Philotas, r.h. except Phocion,) 
PluK Gisji^uis’d 

Thus ia a soldier’s garb, he knows me not. 

Mejanthon !. 

Melon. Ha ! — Those accents ' — Phocion here ’ 

Pho. Yes, Phocion here ! Speak, quickly tell me, 
say, 

How fares pluphrasia i 

Melon. Euphrasia lives, and fills the anxious mo> 
ments 

With ev’ry virtue. Wherefore venture hither ? 

Why, with rash valour penetrate our gates f 
Pho, Could I refrain ? Oh 1 could 1 tamely wait 
Th* event of ling’ring war ? With patience count 
The lazy-pacing hours, while here in Syracuse 
The tyrant keeps all that my heart holds dear i 
For her dear sake, all dangei sinks before me ; 

For her I burst the barriers of the gate. 

Where the deep cavern’d rock affords a passage. 

A hundred chosen Greeks pursu’d my steps; 

We forc’d an entrfUice ; the devoted guard 
Fell victim# to our rage ; but in that moment 
Down fnmfi lire vwdis superior numbers came. 

"ITie tynmt ifcd them on. We rush’d upon him. 

If we could tjeaeh his heart, to end the wSr, 

But heav^h tnoii|bt o^^rwW ' MelauUmu, say, 

1 fear to aslk it,’ h'^HTaiider still ? 

Melon. Alae, hoBves Imprison'd in the rock. 
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Tbotf ai«st withdmw ‘Eegittfbnce more 

Timolebn's batlijp ilnlalforwis sluipVring tage : 

Assail the walls j thioa ai»ib thy phidaiaE seek 
The suhteriraneobs path } that way at night 
The Gi^ln^s inay enter, and let in destruction 
On the wte^ishi’^d foe. 

Pdo. ’ By lieav'o, I #i!| ! 

My breath shall wake hie ragej thisat^ nighti 
When sleep sits heavy fOh the Slomb’ringcity, 

Then Greece unsheaths her sword, apd great I'eWeUge 
Shall stalk with death and horror o’er the ranks 
Of slaughtei ’d troops, a sacrifice to freeifotn 1 
But first let me behold Euphrasia. 

Melan^ Hush 

Thy penl^up valour : to a secret hhnnt 
I 'll goidp w steps ( (‘Grossesto U. b . ) there tlwelh and 
time 

ril bring. &ph)rae>a to thy longtng arms. 

Pho, tjforioadme to her; that, exalted virttle 
With fiitper nerv* shall bid me grtip the welin j 
Shall bidihy sWord, with more thsft'lighidiljg’s swlft- 

b«8S, / i 

Blaze in the Of waj(, and ghw Its raghi 
With bfotvs repeated in the tyranrs veins. 

[Exstmr, UHk 

SCENE tem^e, wttftth womttfient hd ihe 
mUtdle.' ^ 


Epfof Euphmsia, Eatsantlt, md tkm female 
atlfMlmte, lute. 


Ids wav. mv vireins. thlaane Hetni yont 


Lol thudmli sepulchre, wherb, 

The pfds jPMli tey dejrwoBdWww TiW 
There, wljliHnisidtes iA kiijnPf 

And with wai lHi ^s^ lmill^p|||^|WHd 
There let *f 
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JSn's. Forbear/Etiphrasia, 0 renew your sorrows. 
Buph. My tettfs have drira their Source ; then let 
me here ' 

Pay this sa<jl visit to the honour'd clay 
That moulders in the tomb. These sacred viands 
{Erisene receives a basket t/ose from two 
of the virgins, and deicers them to Eu- 
phrasia— -dhe third epens the door of the tomb.) 
Ill burn, an oif ring to a parent's shade. 

And sprinkle with this wine the hallow’d mould. 

Thdt duty paid, I will ieturo,my virgins. 

{She j^oes into the tomb, m.d.) 
Erix. Look down, propitious pow'rs 1 beliold that 
virtue. 

And heal the pangs that desolate her soul. 

• Enter PhiIotas, r.h. 

Phit. Mourn, mourn, ye virgins ; rend ypur scat- 
ter'd garments } 

Some dread calamity hangs o’er our heads. 

In Vfun the tyrant would appease with sacrifice 
Th’ impendiiog wrath of ill-requited beav’n* 

Hi omens hover o'er us. At the altar 
The victim dropt, 'ere the divining seer 
Had gor’d his knife. The brazen statues trembled. 
And &om the marble drops of blood disUll'd. 

Erix. Now, ye just gods, if vengeance you prepare, 
Now find the guilty head., 

Miter EmrlitLasu. Worn the tomb, m.i>. 
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Fate lifts the awful balance j weighs his life, 

The lives of numbers, in the trembling dbtle. 

Euph. Despair and horror mark his haggard looks. 
Do you retire — 

[Exeunt Eaixene^ and attpidanti^f l.h. 
Retire, Pbilotas : let me here remain. 

And pive the moments of suspended fate 
To pions worship, and to filial love. 

Phil. Alas 1 1 fear to yield :• — awhile I’ll leave thee. 
And at the temple’s entrance wait thy coming. 

[Exit, R.M. 

Euph. Now then, Euphrasia, now thou may’st in- 
dulge 

The purest ecstacy of soul. Come forth, 

Thou mao of woe, thou man of ev’ry virtue 

Enter Evamder, from the monument, 

Evan. And does the grave thus cast me up again, 
With a fobd father’s love to view thee ? Thus 
To mingle rapture in a daughter’a arms ? 

How fitres my father now? , 

Evem. Thy aid, Ei^hrasia, 

Has giv'o new lifts. Thou from 'this vital stream 
Deriv’st thy being ; with unheard-of duty 
Thou hast repaid It to tl^ native source. 

Euph. Sprung from Evander, if a little portion 
Of all his goodness dwell within my heart. 

Thou wilt not wonder. 

Oh ! my father. 

How didst thou bear thy long, long suff’^ugs? How 
Endure their barb’rous rage } 

Evan. My foes but did 

To this old frame, what Nature’s hand mpst do. 

1 was but going hence by mere decay , 

To that fttturt^ which Plato taught, 

Where tliU spirit Views the jdaMytS ^ 

Roll round ^ ^biv ynaf, and jp>\in hliflf. 

Adores th idem mAh' 

^Thither, oh 1 HdiW wus JKvaitdm gtdng. " 

But thou recall’st me ; thdui — 
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Euph^ Timoleon too 
Invites thee Mck to life. 

Evan. And does he still 
Urge on the siege ? 

Euph. His active genius comes 
To scourge a guilty race. The Punic fleet, 

Half lost, is swallowM by Ihe roaiing sea ; 

The shatter’d refuse seek the Lybian shore. 

To bear the news of their defeat to Carthage* 

Evan. These are thy wonders, heAv’n ! — Abroad 
thy spirit 

Moves o’er the deep, an<J mighty fleets are xanish'd. 
Euph. Ha! — hark! — what noise is that '> It comt^ 
this way. 

Some busy footstep beats the hallow’d pavement. 

Oh ! sir, retire — Ye pow’rs !-— Philotas ! — ha ! 

Enter Philotas, r.h. 

Phil. For thee, Euphrasia, Dionysius calls. 

Some new suspicion goads him. At yon gate 
1 stopt Calippus, as with eager haste 
He bent this way to seek thee. Oh ! my sovereign, 
My king, my injured master, will you paidon 
The wrongs Pve done thee 

{Crosses and kneels to Evander.) 
Evan. Virtue such as thine. 

From the fierce trial of tyrannic pow'r. 

Shines forth with added lustre- 
Phil. Oh ! forgive 

My ardent zeal— -there is no time to waste. 

You must withdraw— Trust to your faithful friends. 
Pass but anpther day, and Dionysius 
Falls from a throne tisurp’d. 

EvoH. But ere ke pays 

The forfeit pf his crimes, what streams of blood 
Shall flow jin torrents round ! Methinksil might 
Prevent thi$ waste of nature— Pll go forthi 
And to my people shew their rightml king. 

Euph. Banish that thought. - Forbear; the rasL 
attempt 

MeiSiatai to our hopes. Oppress’d, dismay’d, 
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The people look aghast, and, wan with fear, 

None dare espouse your cause. 

Evan. Yes, all will dare 
To act like men ; — their king, I gave myself 
To a whole people. I made no reserve ; 

My life was their’s'j each drop about my heart 
Pledg’d to the public cause ; devoted. to it; 

That was my compacf; is the subject’s less ? 

If they are all debas’d, and willing slaves/ 

The young but breathing to grow grey in bondage, 
x\nd the old sinking to ignoble graves. 

Of such a race no matter who is king. ' 

And yet 1 will not think it; no 1 my people 
Arc brave and gen’rous ; I will trust their valour. 

{Going, 

Euph. Yet stay; yet be adVis’d. 

PhiU As yet, my liege, 

No plan is fix’d, and no concerted measure. 

Trust to my truth and honour. Witness, gods, 

Here in the temple of Olympian Jove 
Philo||U swears — 

Evan. Forbear : the man, like thee, . 

Who feels the best emotions of the heart, 

Truth, reason, justice, honour’s fine excitements. 

Acts by those laws, and wants no other sanction. 
Euph. Again th’ alarm approaches ! Sure destruc- 
tion 

To thee, to all, will follow : — ^Hark 1 a sound _ 

Comes hollow murmuring thro’ the vaulted aisle ; 

It gains upon the ear.— —Withdraw, my father; 

All’s lost if thou art seen. 

PhU. And lo 1 Calippus 
Darts with the lightning’s speed acroes the aisle. 
Evan, Thou at the senate-house convene my 
friends. 

Melanthon, Dion, and their brave assooktes, 

Will shew that liberty has leaders 1 ^. 

Anon I’ll meet ’em there. PMhtas, r.h. 

My child, farewell ; 

Thou shalt direct me now. {Evander enters the Ihmb.) 

c3 
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Euph, {Coming forvjcard.) How toy distracted 
heart throbs wild with fear ! 

What brings Calippus ? Wherefore ? Save me, heaven ! 

. Enter Calippus, r.h. 

CtUip. This lonely nqiasing in these drear abodes 
Alarms suspicion ; the king kno^s thy plottings, 

Thy rooted fiatred to the state and him. 

His sov’reign wilt commands thee to repair 
.This moment to his presence. 

Euph. Ha ! what means 

The tyrant? — I obey j— Calippus, n.H and, 
oh ! ye pow’rs, 

Ye ministers of heaven, defend my father ; 

Support his drooping age ; and when anon 
Avenging justice shakes her crimson steel, 

Oh 1 be the grave at least a place of rest ; 

That from his covert in the hour of peace 
Forth he may come to bless a willing people. 

And be your own just image here on earth. 

[Exit, R.H. 

END OF ACT III. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE l.'—A Street in Syracuse. 

Enter DloRrsiQs, Calippus, and Officers, r.h. 

Dion. {Tn centre.) Away each vain alarm ; the sun 
goes down, 

Nor yet Timoleon issues from his fleet. 

There let him linger on the wave- worn beach: 

Here the tain Greek shall find another Troy, 
lA more than Hector here. Tho’ Carthage’fly, 
Gurself,-*4tUl pionysius here rt^ains. 
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And means the Greek to treat of terms of peace ? 

By heav’n, this panting bosom hop’d to meet 
His boasted phalanx on the embattled plain. 

And doth he nonr, on peaceful councils bent, 

Dispatch his herald ?— -Let the slave approach. “ 
{Calippus crosses to b.h. and beckons the herald.) 

Enter Hk&ajuDj r.h. 

Now speak thy purpose j what doth Greece impart ? 

Herald. Timofeon, sir, whose great renown in arms 
Is equall’d only by the Softer virtues 
Of mild humanity that sway his heart, 

Sends me his delegate toofier terms. 

On which ev’n foes may well accord j on which 
The fiercest nature, tho’ it spurn at justice. 

May sympathize with his. 

J)ion. Unfold thy mystery : 

Thou shalt be heard. 

Heralds The gen’rous leader sees, 

With pity sees, the wild destructive havock 
Of ruthless war ; he hath survey’d around 
The heaps of slain that cover yonder field. 

And touch’d with gen’rous sense of human woe, 

Weeps o’er his victories. 

Dion. Your leader weeps I 
Then let the author .of those ills thou speak’st of. 

Let the ambitious factor of destruction, 

Timely retieat, and close the scene of blood. 

Why doth affrighted peace behold hjs standard 
UprMt’d in Sicily ? and wherefore heire 
The iron ranks of war, from which the shepherd 
Retires appall’d, and leaves the blasted hopes 
Of half the year, while closer to her brhast 
The mother clasps her infant ? 

ATeraftf. ’Tie not mine ' 

To plead tinioieon’s eatiae ; ttcHt mihe 'the office 
To justify thesitrot^, tin ri^tt^oos motives 
That urge him to the am t the only scope 

d 4 
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My deputation aims at, is to fin 
An interval of peace, a pause of horroi*. 

That they, whose bodies on the naked shoie. 

Lie weltering in their blood, from either host 
May meet the last sad rites to nature due, 

And decent lie in honourable graves. 

Dion. Go tell your leader, his pretexts are vain. 
Lei him, with those thAt live, embark for Greece, 
And leave our peaceful plains : the mangled limbs 
Of those be murder’d, from my tender pare 
Shall meet due obsequies. 

fferaliL The heio, sir, 

Wages no war with those who bravely die. 

^Tis for the dead I supplicate; for them 
We sue for peace ; and to the living too, 

Timoleon would extend it ; but the groans 
Of a whole people have unsheath’d his sword, 

A single day will pay the funeral rites. 
To-morrow’s sun may see both armies meet 
Without hostility, and all in honour; 

You to inter the troops, who bravely fell ; 

We, on our part, to give an humble sod 
To those, who gained a footing on the isle, 

And by their death have conquer’d. 

Dion, fie it so ; 

1 grant thy suit: soon as to^moriow’s dawn 
lllumo the world, tho rage of wasting war 
In vain shall thirst for blood. 

Thou know’st my last resolve, and now farewell. 
Some careful officer conduct him forth. 

fferald and OJficer, r 

fiy heav’n, the Greek halh pfiFer'd to my sword 
An easy prey ; a sacrifice to glut 
My great revpnge. Calippua^ let each soldier 
This night resign his weaned limbs to rest. 

That, ere the dawn, with renovated strength, 

On the ua^wwdled, unauspeeting foc^ 

DisarmM, and bent on superititlous ritesi 

f orq every quarter we may rrwh undaunted, 
ive the inv^ers to the deathful ateel, 

, and by one carnage, bury all in ruin. 
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My valiant friends^ haste to your several postsj 
And let this night your calm unruffled spirit 
Lie hush’d in sleep. — Away, my friends, disperse. 

[Exeunt Officers, r.h. 

Philotas ! 


Enter PniLOT^a, l.h. 

W aits Euphrasia, as we order'd 
Phil. She’s here at hand. 

Dion. Admit her to our presence. 

[Exit Philotas, i . h 

Rage and despair, a thousand warring passions. 

All rise by turns, and piece-meal rend my heart. 

Yet ev’ry* means, all measures must be tried, 

'I'o sweep the Grecian spoiler from the land, 

•Vnd fix the crown unshaken on my brow. 

JSnfer Euphrasia, l.b. 

Euph. What sudden cause requires Euphrasla’s 
presence ? 

Dion. Approach, fair mourner^ and dispel thy fears. 
Thy grief, thy tender duty to thy leather. 

Has touch’d me nearly. Tn his lone retreat. 

Respect, attendance, ev’ry lenient care 
To soothe affliction, and extend his life, 

Evander has commanded. 

Euph. Vile dissembler 1 • 

Detested homicide ‘And has. thy heart 

Felt for the wretched ? 

Dion. Urgencies of state 
Abridg'd his liberty ; but to his person 
All honour hath beep paid. 

Euph. The righteous gods 
Have mark'd tby ways, and will in thna itepay 
.Tust retribution, ’ 

Diffii. If to Sea your isiber, 

^ If here to meet him in a fond enibrace, 

c5 
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Will calm thy breast, and dry those beauteous tears, 

A moment more shall bring him to your presence* 
Euph* Ha! lead him hither !— Sir, to move him 
now. 

Aged, infirm, worn out with toil and years — 

No, let me seek him rather.— If soft pity 
Has touch'd your heart, oh! send me, send me to 
him. 

Dion. Controul this wild alarm ; with prudent 
care 

Philotas shall conduct him; here I grant 
The tender interview. 

Muph. Disastrous fate I 
Ruin impends ! This will discover all ! 

I’ll perish first ; provoke his utmost rage. {Aside.) 
Thd' much I languish to behold my father. 

Yet now it wefe not fit — the sun goes down 5 
Night falls apace; soon as returning day — 

Dion. This night, this vciy hour, you both must 
meet* 

'rogether you may serve the state and me. 

Thou see'st the havoc of wide- wasting war ; 

And more, full well you know, aie still to bleed. 

Thcu may'st prevent their fate. 

Euph. Oh, give the means, 

And I will bless thee for it ! 

Dion. From a Greek, 

Torments have wrung the truth*. Thy husband, Phu- 
cion — 

Euph. Oh,«ay 1 speak of my Phocion ! 

He; ^tis he 

Hath kindled up this w^; With treacherous arts 
Inflam’d the states of Greece, and now the traitor 
Comes with a foreign aid to wrest my crown. 

Muph% And does my Phocion share I’imoleon's 
gloy ? 

JMon. With him invests our walls, and bids rebel- 
lion 

Erect her standard here. 

Euph. Oh I bless him, gods ! 
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Where’er my hero treadle the paths of war, * 

List on his sidej against the hostile javelin 
Uprear his mighty buckler ; to bis sword 
Lend the fierce whirlwind’s rage, that he may come 
With wreaths of triumph, and with conquest crown’d, 
And a whole nation’s voice. 

Applaud my hero with a love like mine ! 

(Crosses to u.n.) 
Dion. Ungrateful fair ! Has not our sovereign will 
On thy descendants fix’d Sicilia’s crown ? 

Have I not vow’d protection to your boy ? 

Euph, From thee the crown ! —from thee ! Eu- 
phrasia’s children 

Shall on a nobler basis found their rights — ► 

^On their own virtue, and a people’s choice. 

Dion. Mis^gulded woman \ 

Euph. Ask of thee protection ! 

The father’s valour shall protect his boy^ 

Dioru Rush not on sure destruction ; ere t#0 late, 
Accept our proffer’d grace. The terms are these ; 
Instant send forth a message to your husband; 

Bid him draw off his Greeks, unmoor his fleet, 

And measure back his way. Full welLhe know*; 

You and your father are my hostages; 

And foi* his treason both may ati^w^r. 

Euph. Think’^ thou then 
So meanly of my Phocion ? I>ost thou deem him 
Pooily wound up to a mere fit of valour, 

To melt away in a weak woman^s tear ? 

Oh ! thou dost little know him-^know’fet but little 
Of his exalted soul. With gert’rous arddur 
Still will he urge the great, |be glorious plan. 

And gain the ever-honour’d bright reward 
Which fame entwines around patriot’s brow", 

And bids for ever flourish on bia tomb| * " 

For nations freed and tyrants )aM in oUSt* ' 

‘ to 

Dion. By heaven, this night Evanderbjreathes bis last ! 
J^uph. Better for Utti to sintt at to rest, 
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Than Unger thus, be^ieath th« gripe of famine, 

In a vile dungeon scoop’d witn barb’rous skill 
Peep in the flinty robk ; a monument 
Of that fell malice, and that black suspicion 
That mark’d your father’s reign : — vice liv’d secure ; 

It flourish’d, triumph’d, grateful to his heart; 

’Twas virtue only could give umbrage ; then. 

In that black period, to be great and good, 

Wa^ a state crime ; the powers of genius tlien 
Were a constructive treason ! 

Dion. Obdurate woman, obstinate in ill ! 

Here ends all parley ! Now your father’s doom 
Is fix'd — irrevocably fix’d ! This night 
Thou shalt behold him, while inventive cruelty 
Pursues his wearied life through every nerve ' 

I scorn all dull delay. This very night 
Shall sate my great revenge ! k.h 

Euph. This night, perhaps, 

Shall whelm ‘thee down, no more to blast creation. 

My father, who inhabit’st with the dead. 

Now let me seek thee in the lonely tomb, 

And tremble there with anxious hope and lear. , 

[itJaftV, r .H. 

SCENE II.— iWic inside of the Temp{tt, 

Enter Phocion, and Mblanthon, i..h. 

Melon. Summon all 

Thy wonted firmnes^. In that dreary vault 
A living king is number’d with the dead. 

I’ll take my post, near w|^re the pillar’d aisle 

{Crosses to l.h.) 

Supports the central fome, that no alarm 
Surprize you in the piOus act, [EotV, i.h. 

pho. If here 

They both are found ; if in |ivander’s arms 
Euphrasia meets my slkrch, the fates atone 
Fq; |}1 my sufi^ngs, all alHietiims pest. 
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Yes, I will seek them-*«f*|ia ! — the gaping tomb 
Invites my steps~now be propitious, heaven I 

{He enters the tomb,) 

Enter Euphrasia, r.fi. 

Euph. All hail, ye caves of horror! — In this gloom 
Divine content can dwell 5 the heart-felt tear. 

Which, as it falls, a father’s trembling hand 
Will catch, and wipe the sorrows from my eye. 

{Crosses to l.h.) 

Who’s there ? — ^Evander? — Answer— tell me — speak — 

Enter Phoc roN, /rom the Tomb, 

Pho^ What voice is that? — MelanthonI 
Euph* Ha ! those sounds ! — 

Speak of Evander^ tell me that he lives. 

Or lost Euphrasia dies ! 

Pho, Heart-swelling transport ! 

Art thou Euphrasia ?— Tis thy Phocion, love 5 
Thy husband comes.— 

Euph, Support me 1 Reach thy hand— 

PAo* Once more I clasp her ip this fond embrace * 
Euph* What miraele blis brought thee to me ? 

Pho, Love 

Inspir’d my heart, and guided all my ways. 

Euph* Oh ! thou dear wanderer 1 6 ut wherefore 
here ? ^ 

Why in this place of woe ?— tender little one, 

Say, is he safe?— Oh! satisfy a mother) 

Speak of my child, or I go at once : 

Tell me his fate, and tell all thjr own ! 

Pho* Your boy is safe, Euphrasia j Uvea to reign 
In Sicily ; Timoleon’s generous care 
Protects him in his camp. Dispel thy fears : 

The gods once more will give to ikf arms. 

Eunh* My fktber livejs s«plli|hre4 ef^ his time, 
H^ m Eudocia^s tomb* Let me cdoauct thee*^ 
'PAo. I came this mdment thence— 
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Euph. And saw Evander^ 

PAo. Alas ! I found him not, 

Euph. Not found him there ? 

And have they then — have the fell murderers-^Oh ! 

{Faints atvay.) 

Pho. Tve been too rash ; revive, my love revive ; 
Thy Phoolan calls 5 the gods will guard Evander^ 

Ana save him to reward thy matchless virtue I 

Enter EvANDfcR and Melanthon, 

Evan* Lead me, Melanthon, guide my aged steps : 
Where is he ? Let me see him, {Crosses to Etiph,) 
Pho, My Euphrasia i 
Thy father lives ! — Thou venerable man ! 

Behold ! — I cannot fly to thy embrace. 

Euph* {Rccovenng*) These agonies must end me. 

(Sees Evander, and goes to him*) 
Oh, heaven ! again I have him— 

Again I clasp him in my fond enibrace ! 

Ev(tn. Euphrasia! Phocion too! Yes, both are here; 
Oh ! let me thus, thus strain you to my heart * 

Euph. Why, my father. 

Why thus adventure forth ?— The strong alarm 
Overwhelm’d my spirits 1 ^ ^ 

Evan* I went forth, my child, 

When all was dark, and awful silence round, 

To throw me prostrate at the altar’s foot, 

And crave the caie of heaven for thee and thine. 
Melanthon thefe — 

Enteir Philotas, l.h. 

Phil* Inevitable ruin hovers o’er you : 

The tyrant^s |ury mounts into a blaze j 
Unsated yet with blood? he calls aloud 
For thee, Evander; thee his rage hath 'order’d 
This moment to his presence. 

Evmi* I^ad me to him t 
His presence hath no ^terror fof |^vander* 
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Euph* Horror ! — It must not be ! 

Phil, No ; never, never : 
ril peiish rather. — But the time demands 
Our utmost vigour. 

His policy has granted 
A day’s suspense from arms ; yet even now 
His troops prepare, in the dead midnight hour. 

With base surprise, to storm Timoleon^'s camp. 

Evan, And doth he grant a false insidious truce. 
To turn the hour of peace to blood and horror^ 
Melan, Now, Phocion, now, gn thee our hope de- 
pends : 

Fly to Timoleon — I can grant a passport 5 
Rouse him to vengeance; on the tyrant turn 
His own insidious aits, or all is lost ! 

Pho, Evaiider, thou, and thou, my best Eu- 
phrasia, 

Both shall attend my flight * 

Melan It were in vain ; 

Th’ attempt would hazard all. 

Euph, Together heie 
We will remain, safe in the cave of death ; 

And wait our freedom from thy conquering arm. 
Evan* Oh ! would the gods roll back the stream ol 
time, 

And give this arm the sinew thft it boa$ted 
At Tauromenium, when its force resistless 
Mow’d down the ranks of wai ; I then might guide 
The battle’s rage, and, ere Evander die, 

Add still anotlier laurel to my bfow. 

Eiiph, Enough of laureird victory your swotd 
Hath reaped in earlier days. 

Evan, And shall my swofd, 

When the great cause of liberty invites,^ 

Remain inactive, unpeifoiming quite ? 

Youth, second youth, rekindlcift in my veins 1 
Tho’ worn with age, this arrb wil} know its office ; 
Will show that victory has not fofgot 
ArcHiaintance with this haud^»^Aad yet~0 shame ! 
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Jt wilt not be ; the momentaty bla 2 e 
Sinks and expires — I have surviv’d it all ; 

Surviv’d my reign, my people, and myself! 

Euph^ Fly, Phocion, fly ; Melanthon will conduct 
thee. « 

Melan, And when th’ assault begins, my faithful co- 
horts 

Shall form their ranks around this sacred dome. 

Pho, And my poor captive friends, my brave cwm- 
panions 

Taken in battle, wilt thou guard their lives ? 

Phil, Trust to my caie : no danger shall assail 
them. 

Pho» By heav’n, the glorious expectation swell" 

This panting bosom 1 Yes, Euphrasia, yes ; 

Awhile I leave you to the care of heaven. 

Fell Dionysius, tremble; ’ere the dawn, 

Timoleon thunders at your gates — The rage, 

The pent-up rage of twenty thousand Greeks, 

Shall burst at once; and the tumultous roar 
Alarm th’ astonish'd wojld. (Crosses to l.h.) 

Evan. Yet, ’ere thou go’st, young man, 

Attend my words : tho’ guilt may oft provoke, 

As now it does^ just vengeance on its head, 

In mercy punish it. The rage of slaughter 
Can add no trophy to t^e victor’s triumph ; 

Conquest is proud, inexorable, fierce ; 

]t is humanity ennobles all; 

So thinks Evander,apd so tell Timoleon. 

Pho. Farewell ; ttle midnight hour shall give you 
freedom. 

lEmt with Misl^Htlion and Philotas^ l,h. 
Euph. Ye guardian deities, watch all his ways ! 
Evan. Come, my Euphrasia ; in this interval 
Together we will seek the sacred altar. 

And thank the God, whose presence tills the dome, 
For allthe wondrops goodness lavish'd on us* 

[Mseunt^ uh.u.e 

EWO OF AOt IT% 
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ACT V. 

SCENE h—ji Street in Syracuse 

Enter Dionysius^ and Calippus, l.h. 

Dion, Ere the day clos'd, while yet the busy eye 
Might view their camp, their stations and their guardi^, 
Their preparations for jspproaching night, 

Didst thou then mark th^ motions of the Greeks^ 
Calip, From the watch-tow'r I saw them ; alUhings 
spoke 

A foe secure, and discipline relax’d. 

Diow. Their folly gives them to my sword ; are all 
My orders issued ’ • 

Calip. All. 

Dion, The troops retir’d 
'J'o gain recruited vigour from repose ? 

Calip. The city round lies hush'd in sleep. 

Dion, Anon, 

J^t each brave Officer, of chosen valour, 

Meet at the citadel. — An hour at farthest 
Before the dawO/'tis fix'd to stoim their camp. 

Haste, Calippus, 

Fly to thy post, and bid Euphrasia enter. 

\Exit CalippUi^ 1 . H. 
Evander dies this night : Euphraata too 
Shall be dispos'd of. Curse on P|i6cion's fraud, 

That from my power withdrew theiV infant boy ; 

In him the seed of future kin|^ were crush'd, 

And the whole hated line at extinguished ' 

Enter EuphiusIA, l.ij. 

Dion, Once more approach, and hear me : ’tis not 
now 

A time to waste in the vain war of words : 

A c^is big with horror is at bau4. 
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1 meant to sjpare tlie stream of blood, that soon 
Shall deluge yonder plains. My fair proposals 
Thy haughty spirit has with scorn rejected. 

And now, by heaven, here in thy very sight 
Evander breathes his last ! 

JEupA. If yet there’s wanting 
A crime to fill the measure of thy guilt,^ 

Add that black murder to tha dreadful list ; 

With that complete the horrors of thy reign ! 

Dion. Woman, beware : Philotas is at hand. 
And to our presence leads Evander. All 
Thy dark complottings, and thy treach’rous arts. 
Have prov’d abortive. 

Euph. Ha! What new event ? 

And is Philotas false ?— Has he betray’d him ? 

• {Aside. 


Enter Philotas, r.h. 

Euph. How my heart sinks within me ! 
Dton. Where’s your pris’ner? 

Phil. Evander is no more. 

Dion. 'Hal— Death has robb’d me 
Of half my great revenge. . , 

Phil. W orn out with anguish, 

I saw life ebb apace. With studied art 
We gave each cordial drop, alas 1 in vain ; 

He heav’d a sigh j invok’d his daughter’s name, 
Smil’d, and expir’d, 

JDton. Bring me tus hoary head. 

Phil. You’ll pardon, sir, my over-hasty zeal ; 
I gave the body to thefitotning surge 
Down the steep rock despis’d. 

Dion. Now rave and shriek, 

And rend your scatter’d hair ! No more Evander 
Shall sway Sicilia's sceptre. 

Now then thou feel’st my vengeance 1 * 

Euph, Glpi^ in it ; 

Exult and triufnph ! Thy worst shaft is sped 1 



daughter. 43 

still th^ unconquer'd mind with scorn can view 
\\ thee; 

With the calmSunshine of the breast can see 
Thy pow'r unequal to subdue the soul. 

Which virtue form'd, and which the gods protect. 

Dion^ Philotas, bear her hence ! she shall not live 5 
This moment bear her hence ; you know the rest ; 

Go, see our will obey’d ; that done, with all 
A warrior’s speed attend me at the citadel : 

There meet the heroes, whom this night shall lead 
To freedom, victory, to glorious havock, 

And the destruction of the Grecian name ! [Exii^ tt.O. 

Euph, Accept my thanks, Philotas, generous man ! 
These tears attest th’ emotions of my heart. 

But oh ! should Greece defer 

Phil. Dispel thy fears ; 

Phocion will bring relief; or should the tyrant 
Assault their camp, he’ll meet a marshalled foe. 

Let me conduct thee to the silent tomb. 

Euph. Ah ! there Evander, naked and disarm'd 
Defenceless quite, may nicet some ruffian stroke. 

PlilL Lo ! here’s a weapon ; bear this dagger to 
him. 

In the drear monument should hostile steps 
Dare to approach him, they must enter singly ; 

This guards the passage; man by man they die. 

There may’st thou dwell amidst the wild commotion. 
Euph. Ye pitying gods, protect my father there ! 

[^Exeuni^ 


SCENE ir.—rAe Citadel 

{Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.) 

Enter Officers^ met by Dionvsios and Two Offi- 
cers^ R.H. 

Dion. Ye brave associates, who so oft fcave shar'd 
Our Jj^il and danger in the Seld of glory, 
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My fellow-warriors, what no god could promise. 
Fortune hath giv’n us. To his dark embiace, 

Lo ! sleep envelops the whole Grecian 6amp# 

Against a foe, the outcasts of thtir country, 
Freebooters roving in pursuit of piey, 

Success by war, or covert stratagem, 

Aid<e is glorious. Then, n^y gallant friends, 

What need ot words ^ The gen’rous call of freedom, 
Your wives, your children, your invaded rights. 

All that can steel the patriot breast with \alour. 
Expands and rouses in the swelling heart. 

Follow th’ impulsive ardour; follow' me, 

Your king, your leader; in the fiiendly gloom 
Of night assault their camp; your country's love, 

And iarae eternal, shall attend the men 

Who march’d through blood and horror, to redeem 

From the invader’s pow’r, their nali\e land. 

CaL Lead to the onset; Gieece shall find we beai 
Hearts prodigal of blood, when honour calls, 

Resolv’d to conquer, or to die in freedom. 

Dion. Thus I've resolv’d: when the declining moon 
Hath veil’d her orb, our silent march begins. 

'The order thus: — Calippus, thou lead forth 
Iberia’s sons, with the Numidian bands, ' 

And line the shore. — Perdiccas, be it thine 
To march thy cohorts to the mountain’s foot, 

Where the wood skirts the valley; there make halt* 
Tin brave Amyntor stretch along the vale. 

Ourself, with the etpbodied cavahjr 
Clad in their mail’d cuirass, will circle round 
To where their camp 4ixtends its furthest line ; 
Unnumber’d torches there shall blaze at once, 

The signal of the charge : then, oh ! my friends, 

On every side let the wild uproar loose, 

Bid massacre and carnage stalk around, 

Unsparing, unrelenting : drench your swords 
In hostile blood, and riot in destruction. 
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Enter Calippcs, i.h. 

Calip, To arms, my liege; tlje foe breaks in upon 
us; ♦ 

i'he subterraneous path is their’s ; that way 
riuir band invades the city sunk in sleep. 

Diorin Treason’s at work ; — awayj^ my friends ; 

Rouse all the war ; fly td your sev’ral posts, 

\nd instant bring all Syracuse in aims 1 

(Jblourhh of Drums and Trummts.) 

[Exeunt y l.h. 

^CENE in , — The instdeof the Temptce—A Monu- 
ment in the muidle. 

EiPHRASiA, EaiXhNB, and Three AttendanU^ l*h. 
disioveud. 

Euph, (6nR.n.) Which way, Erixene, which way, 
my virgins, 

Shall we direct our steps > What sacred altar 
C lasp un our knees '> 

Erix, Alas ! the horrid tumult 
spreads the destruction wide. On cv’ry side 
The victors’ shouts, the groans of murder’d wretches,* 
In wild confusion rise ! Once more descend 
Eudocia’s tomb ; there thou may’st find a shelter. 

Euph Anon, Erixene, I mean to visit, 

Perhaps for the last time, a mother’s urn. 

This dagger there, this instrument of death, 

Should fortune prosper the fell tyrant’s arms, 

This dagger then mayifree me from his^ow’r, 

And that drear vault intomb us all in pc^ce ! 

(Puts up the dagger.^Flounsh.) 

Hark! The din 

Of arms with clearer sound advances,— 

rh^ sudden btiirst .— 5 ^hey rush 
upon us. 
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War, horrid war invades the sacred fane ! 

No altar gives a sanctuary now. ' (Flourisn ) 

Enter Diontsivs, Palippus, and Officers^ t.ii. 

% 

Heire will I mock their siege • here stand al bay, 
And brave 'em to the last, 

Calip* Out weary foes 
Desist from the pursuit, 

Dion. The* all betray me, 

Tho' ev^ry god conspire, I will not yield. 

If I must fall, the temple’s pond’rous roof. 

The mansion of the gods combin’d against me, 

Shall first be crush’d, and lie in ruin with me. 
Euphrasia here ! {Crosses to a.H.) Detested, treach’rous 
woman * 

For my revenge preserv’d ! By heav’n, ’tis well; 
Vengeance awaits thy guilt, and this good sword 
Thus sends thee to alone the bleeding victims 
This night has massacred ! {Offering to kill A^r,) 
Culip. {Holding Dionysius's arm.) My liege, for- 
bear ; 

Her life preserv’d may plead your cause with Greece, 
And mitigate your fate. 

Dion. Presumptuous slave 1 
My rage is up in arms j by heav’n, she dies !— 

{Offering to strike.) 

Enter EvANDBR,/rom the Tomb, and arrests his 
arm.^JHonysius falls hack. 

Evan. Horror !~forhear ! — ^Thou murd'rer, hold 
thy han^ ! ^ 

The gods behold thee, horrible assassin ! 

Restrain the blow;~it were a stab to heav’n 1 
AllnOture shudders at H !— Will no friend 
^||||K a cawe like this, a father’s hand 
aHPleat this bosom jrather.-^(ii&}^e/s.) — Lo! Evantfer 
I® trate and gfloveliM on the earth bejtore thee i 
jpf begs to die*; exhaust the scanty drops 
That lag^about his heart ; but spare my child. 
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Pion. ^vandet I— 0o my eyes once more behold 
'4 him?T ^ 

Mu^Hhe fiend^^ize Philotas! Treach’rous slave 1 
^Tis well tbou uv’stj thy death were poor revenge 
From any hand but mine ! (Offers to strike,) 

Euph% No, tyrant, no;— 

^ {Rushing before Evander,) 

I have provok’d your vengeance ; thioiigh this bosom 
Open a passage ; first on me, on me 
Fxhaust your fury J ev’ry pow’r above, 

Commands thee to respect that ag<jl head; 

His wither’d frame wants blood to glut thy rage ; 
.Strike here; these veins are full ; here's blood enough ; 
The purple tide will gush to glad thy sight ! 

Dion» Amazement blasts and freezes ev’ry pow’r * 

, {Flourish,) 


Ha ! the fierce tide of war 
'rhis way comes rushing on. 

[Exity tvith Officers^ and Calippus^ r.h.u f » 
Euph. {Embracing Exmnder^) Oh I thus, my fa- 
ther, 

We’ll perish thus together ! 

Dfon, {Without^ R.H,) JBar the gates ! 

Close ev’ry passage, and repel their force. 

Evan^ And must I see thee bjced ?— -Oh ! for a 
sword ! 

Bring, bring me daggers ! 

Euph, Ha! 


EiUter Dionysius, CAufi»us, md 0/^cers, r.h^u.e. 


Dion. Guards, seize the slave. 

And give him to my rage ! 

Evan. {Seh^d by two of the Officers,) Oh ^ 
Inhuman villains t 

Now one glorious effort » {Aside,) 

Let me dispat<!h; thou traitor, thus my 

Eujphn A daughter’s arm^ fell monstOTi strikes the 
< Slow ! 

portal opens ; lo ! see there ; behold ! 
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Yes, first she strikes; an injur’d dauehter/s 

Sends thee devoted to th’ infernal gods ! . ' 

(She sta^ hir.i—'He fatu ) 
Dion. Detested fiend ! Thus by a woman’s hand ! — 
Euph, Yes, tyrant, yes; in a dear father's cause 
A woman’s vengeance tow’rs above her seju 
Dion. Ma| curses blast thy arm ! Mayilinia's fires 
Convulse the land ; to its foundation shake 
The groaning isle ! May civil discord bear 
Her mming brand through all the realms of Greece ; 
And the whole rac^apire in pangs like mine. 

(Dits.) 

Euph. (Crosses to centre.) Behold, all Sicily be- 
hold ! — The point 

Glows with the tyrant’s blood. Ye slaves, (To the 
Guards.) look there 1 • 

Kneel to your rightful king ; the blow for freedom 
Gives you ihe rights of men ! — And oh ' dly father. 
My ever honour’d sire, it gives thee life. 

Evan. My child; -my daughter! Sav’d again by 
thee f (He embraces her. ) 

(A Flourish of Trumpets and Drums.) 

Enter Pbocion, MBMiNtiioir, PpitorAs, Arcas, 
Greek Herald, Greek Ojfker, and Greek Soldiers, 
a.B.ir.E. 

Pho. Now let the monster yield.' — My best Eu- 
phrasia 1 (Embraces her.) 

Euph, My lord 1 my Phocidh ! welcome to my 
heart ! 

Lo 1 there the wonders oT Euphrasiai'R arm 1 

Pho. ^d is the 'proud one fall’n ! ^e dawn shall 
see him 

A spectacWifor public view- — Euphrasia 1 
Evander tdo ! ( Crosses to Evan.) Thus to behold you 

both"—* ’ kj. 

Emn. To imr direct thy Ibolm; there fix thy pr&. 
And guze with wonder there I The life I gave her-'- 
she hus Us'd H for the noblest ends ! ' . ' 
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To fill etiqhldu|]^{ iiftake her father feel 
The purest W, the heart.d^solVing bliss 
To have a graWul child. {Cr^fses to &tph.) But has 
the rase 

Of slaughter ceas’d > 

Wltere is lUi^ledn ? 

Pho. He guards the wtadel ; there gives his orders 
To calm the UprosTi aud recall horn uarpage 
His' cotpqu'riug trUbps* 

Piuph. Oh r ohce adain, my tether^ 

Thy sway shall bless the laud. Not AW himself 
Timoleon coUquers ; to redress the wrongs 
Of bleeding Sicily, the hero comes. 

Thee, good Melanthon, thee, thou gen’rous man. 

His justice shall reward. Thee too, Philotas, 

Whose sympathizing heart Could feel the touch 
Of soft humanity, the hero’s bounty. 

His brightest honours shall be lavish'd on thee* • 
Evander too will place you near his throne ; 

Aod show manhind, e’en in this shore of being. 

That virtue atiU shall meet its sure reward. 

PMt. I am rewar^fd : feelings such as mine 
Am wprth all dignities j n^y Mart repays me. 

Eva/n. Come, let us se^ Timoleon : to his rare 
I will obmmend ye both ; (Chwsctf to Mektn.) for now, 
my friend 

Thrones and domloioijs now no more for me. 

To thee I give my crown i yes, thou, B»phtas|B, 

Shalt reign in Sicily. And, oh ! ye pow’rs, 

Id that bright eminence of cam and peril, 

Watelh over all her wa3r8 ; conduct and guide 
The goodness you inspir’d : that she may prove, 

If e'dl* distmtls like mine invade the lat^ . 

A jpamet to her people : stretch the ray 
Offiiital piety to times unborn, 

That men may hearho^'daegampled virtue. 

And learp tooHioldte the Oll!|tUAN Ph^oHTEK ' 

{Elottrish dtf ^mptts m 4 irurm.) 
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The Gr^iim C0m|iiiments to all ; 

Bcga that for yopL ivlll not call ; 

For leerihg, wuj4 )t>e out of season^ 

And hopes by ittb you'll boar a Uttle reason^ 

A father rai8*d {i^m death, a nation sav'd, 

A tyrant^S by female spirit brat'^d, 

Tliat tyrant stabb'd, and by her nerreloss ariB> 

WhOiO virtue's spi 11 surrounding guards cOuld charm ! 
Can siie, this sa( red tumult in her bredst. 

Turn father, freedom, virtue, all to jest ^ 

Wake you, ye fhir ones, fiom your sweet upose, 

As wanton aephyts wake the sleeping rose ^ 

Dispel 'those douds, which o'ci }our tjelids crept. 
Which our wise bard mistook^ and swore you wept 
Shall she to Itacaranies life restore. 

Who yawn'd, half dead, and curs'd the tragic bore ^ 
Dismiss 'em, smhdcing, tp their n%ht^y haunt, 

Where dice and cards their moon^Struok minds tmehant * 
Some mufled, like the witches In h|aebeth. 

Brood o'er the magic circle, pale as death ! 

Other^, the cauldron go about— labout^ 

And rdin enters, as the fates ran ont 1 
Bubble, babble, 

Toil and trouble, 

Passions burn. 

And bets are double ! 

Double! double! 

* Toil and trouble, 

Passions bam, 

And aU is bubble ! f 
But jeats apart, for scandal forms tlfese tales, 

/ alsehood be mute— let Justice bold her scales i 
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llntons wete nc*cx by evil pow’rs ; 

Ti> peace and wedded Jove they ftive tbeir hoin v , 

tiotn bhimbera pure^ no tattling dice can wake 'em ' 

U ho make the lawb> wei*e never known to break 'em ; 
*Tis falsaj ye fair, '♦batever spleen may bay, 

That yon down folly's tide are bome away ^ 

Vou never wish at deep distress tO sneer, 

eyes, tho' bright^ are bngliter through a tew. 

Should It e’er this nation’s wretched fate 
To laugh at all that's good, and wise, and great ; 

Arm’d at all points, let gc nms take the lield, 

And on the stage afhictcd virtue shield, 

Drive from the land each base unworthy p isgion. 

Till Virtue triumph in despite of fashion 
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HENRY THE FOURTH— PART I. 


Noii<‘ oi SiiAK'^rj'.VRi ’b plays have been more populai in the elu-i I 
lian the two parts ot Henry the Foiirtlt, but on the sta^re they hav« 
lot been followed with equal interest. The brilliant eliaiacter 
} ahtaU is almost too ideal for representation ; and thoiiirh the j>lot 
iu^olve^ the tate ol hui^danis, it haS none of those stroini; appeals tt> 
human passions which constitute the very essence of tragedy ; it indeed 
icquires inteiest troni the miiltilude of its events, and the exquisilo 
piopiiety oi its ( haraeteis, hut neither the heart nor the imagination 
IS powu fully afledcd 

For the characters, acpaiately considered, no praise ran lie tt'o 
<reat ; Falstaff always has been, and always must he, a phenomenon, 
without a parallel the brightest scenes of Cervantes and MoHcn 
shrink to nothing in comparison with Shakspeare’s tat knif>ht, ^\h(> 
wins over the spectator as easily as he won the Vrmt i . It is, indeed, 
'lie tiinmph of wit and pleasure over every ciuumstanee th.it (.ui Ik 
-qiposod to them. Falstaff has not a single moral quality to i om 
n.md cither love or respect; — a debauchee, without the excuse ot 
youth j a coward, a li,ii,a cheat, a bully, and a spendthrift; he r'' 
still a general la\ourite by the sole force of his humour ; a humour 
th.ii has not even been approached by the brightest talents o'* any age, 
vM any country. His wit is so unforced, and sits so naturally upou 
him ; h'» never gOf*s out of his way for a jest, like the wits ot Moliere 
ind Congreve ; and, what is still more to the purpose, his humoiii 
has a distinct and appropriate character ; whereas, in the most popu- 
lar romcdico of France and England, there is but one sort of wit r om- 
mon to all the dramatis personae. Tims, to take the most familiar 
msurice, in the “ School for Scandal,” all the ladies and gentlemen 
kill chaiacters jirccisely in the same fashion. 
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To what Dr. Johnson has said of the Prince, nothing can be ailJcd ; 
lie has characterized him with uncommon felicity of thought and lan- 
guage ; and we cannot do hotter than quote his critic ism 

“ The Pttnee, who is the hero both of the comic and traen !> it, 
a young man of great abilities, and violent passions, whose sent ment^ 
are nght, ihough his auiions are wrong, whose \irtues are obsoinod 
by negligence, and whose understanding is dis^pated by h‘vity In 
Ills idle hours he is rather loose than wicked ; and when the occasion 
forces out his latent qualities, he is great without effort, and bi.ivt 
without tumult. The trifler is wound into a hero, and the hero ae un 
expires in the triller. Tlie character is gieat, original, and jn*t,” 
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Coi^tnmr 


KING TIENRV. — Crimson velvet i obis purple velvet iloublet, and 
nmks. 

PRINCE or WALES. — First Dress — Brown Tunic panUluon^ 
inil bools — Second. — While old English dress, riddv einbroideied 
rvitli silver. — Third. — Suit of aimour. 

PRINCE JOHN. — Light blue old English dress 

DOUGLAS. — Scotch dress. Tartan plaid, kell, hose, bonnet, and 
bicfist-plale. 

N\(^RCESTCR. — Black velvet old English dres^ 

SIR AVILLIAM BLOUNT — Scailct, ibid 
HOTSrUR,— Biifl, ibid 
VERNON —Blue, ibid 
FALSTArr. — Scarlet and bufl, ibid 
UESTMORELAND.— Ciimson, ibid. 

NORTHUMBERLAND.— Green, ibid 
POINS, — Slate coloured, ibid 
FRANCIS — Green and yellow, ibid. 

G VDSHILL. —Brown, ibid. 

PETO. — Blue, ibid. 

BARDOLFH. — Blaeliy iTIid, trimmed with scarlei 
TRAVELLERS —Various coloured, ibid 
CARRIERS. — Brown old English smocks 
sheriffs — Scarlet gowns. 

Scotch and English soldiers, in dresses of the different countries 

LADY PERCY. — White satin dress, trimmed with point and beads. 

MRS. QUICKLY. — Red stuff petticoat, trimmed with point, black 
tuff gown, trimmed with point, high crowned hat, trimmed red. 
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KING HENRY IV. 


l^AItT I 


\(1 I 

>CENE 1. — The Palace m London 
{Ihniri^h of Tmmptts and Drums.) 

Kim, Henry, Prince John oj^ LvNCAsitR, E\rl of 

VVl^SlMORELAND,SlR RiCH\RD VeRNON, SiuWaI - 
I R lit I M , and othet Gentlemen^ discovered. 

Tu 0 Gentlemen. Tu o Gentle mm. 

State Chair 

THE KING 

P. %rohn Sir R, P^ernou 

So Ty'. Blunt. H ettmor eland 

K. Hen. So shaken as we are, so wan with care, 
Find we a time for ^i;ighted peace to pant 
Tlierefore, friends, 

Forthwith a power of English shall we lev). 

To chase these pagans from the holy fields. 

Then let me hear 

Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 

What )esternight our council did decree, 

In forwarding this dear expedience. (1) 

(1) rxpecUtum 
B 
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KING HENRY IV, 

//7s/. !Vly tliis haste was hot In questuas 

And many hmils (1) ol the cliarge sot (’own 
But }csttrni^lit ; \t lien, all athw irt, tlure came 
A post jiom Wah's, loaden with he‘i\y new ^ ; I 
Whose woisl was, th it tlie noble Moititnc’u / 
T^eidincj tlix’ mf‘n ^ij Ileutoidshiic to iijjrht 
Ae linst the iricG^iilai and wild Tiicndower, 

Was by the rude hands ol that Wcleiimari taken, 

And a thousand ol his peojdc butehcied, 

K, Hen. It seems then, that the tidings of this bron 
Brake oil our business lor tlie Holy land. 

This, m, Itch d with olhei, did, my grici>n 
lord ; 

Foi inoie uneum and unweUoi ic i *s 
C arm* Iroui ihe north, and Ihus n d l import 
On Holy^jood day, the gallant Hotspur there, 

Youn liar IV lY*rcj, (2) and hrive Auhibald, (d) 
Tliat CM r-Viiliant and appHn.d Sc >1, 

At Holnu'don met, 

^\ jicie they did spi ml a sari and blv)ou\ hour , 

As bv dischne:e of tlicii ar tiller , 

And sh ipe ol likelihood, the neu '> u is told ; 

Tor he th it brought them, in the very heat 
And piide ol then eoiitention did t.ike iiorse, 

Oncert tin cl the isMie an\ Wxiv. 

K. Hill. Here is a dear, a true-industrioiis hit ml 
Jmi Wallei Blunt, nea^-lighted ii mi hi> hoise, 

Ami he h itli biouglit us smooth and welc )me news 

l^ie Earl ol Dcaighi'' is di’^comlited 

On Holrmd )ii\ plains: ol pii omi', Hotspur took 

INloidake the l>iii ol Fife, uul ( Kl " ‘xon 

To beaten Douglas , and the J2nls 

Ol Athol, Murray, Angus, and Menleiih 

And is not this n liorioumble spe il 

A gallant prize ? !» i, c( usiu, it mu ? 

P OutiiiH s, nmjrli xkiUlKs, or (alraliliois 

2 11 IM) l lllllHci, 1*1 llis tf tf},i i tj ^ //i ;i} / // 

5 as (UK til a SI kioni UiiiLS rost( il till r Kin au f' iiMd to 1) 
floiK abioul y/ Uustna \lh\Utnfo, Sc tU d 

( ^) Yrtljibalti i)( mlas, Eail Houglis 



KING liENHY IV. 8 

JFest. It is a conquest for a prince to boast of, 

K, fhn. Yea, there thou mak'st me sad, and niak’‘'t 
. nu‘ sill 

fn ci Vy that my lord Northumberland 
ShouNl be the fatlier of so blessM a son, 

Whilst 1, by locjking on the praise of him, 
iS(‘e riot and dishotumr stain the brow 
Of my \oun^ Hariy. O, tiuit it could be pro\\l 
Tirat some niirhl-trippimj^ fairy had exchang’d 
In cradle-clothes our children where they lay, 

And call’d mine — Peicy, his — l^lantagenct ! 

'riien would J have Ins Marry, and he in»nc. 

Ihit let him from iny thoughts: — what think you, coy’. 
Of this )ouMg IV'rcy's pride r the pri'^oiicrs, (1 ) 

Whieli he in this adverituie hatli surpris’d. 

To his tAvn use lie keeps ; and sends me word, 

1 ‘'hall ha\c none but Mord.ikc liuil of Fife. 

JFsi, This is his uncle’s teaeiiing, lir^ h Wor- 
cc ster, 

.Mal< \olent ro ym in al! aspects. (2) 

A\ Hen. But I have sent for him to answer this ; 
And, for I In', cause, a while wt must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jciusalcm. 

Cousin, on Wednesday next, our council we 
\\ ill liold at Windsor, so inform tlie K)ids' . 
i3ut come yoursell with speed to us again; 

For iiioie is to be said, and lo bo done, 

Than out of anger can be uUe. ed. (d) 

{Flourish of Frumiyefs mid Dimns,) 

\}Cxcunl Kijf^ Henry ^ Prince JofiUy Sir Ji 


n l\r*\ li.id an < o i it,lvt to thC'O j.riso)u'rs, o'd’ia tl't Cm I 

oi Tile, he hnni; a ot tlio l)loo<l-rov al, >ou to tin* I Mike o* 

\lhui>, I lother to Kini’ Rohoit llu* Tliinl, lh*iir\ ekaui 

him h) Iin .u kiioM I milila^’y jneio/jath o. Hy the 1 iw ot 'um^, 
U'lyiniij mIio harl i.ikcii any rapliM*, uliosi* n'demplioii did nu* 
I \ceeil ten Thousand eioivn^, had liiiii <lea»ly lor hiiiisell, eirlni to 
acijuit or laiisoiiie at liis pleasiiic. 

(3' An aslrol )i»ic d allusion VVorrester is represented as a malu 
naiit star, tliat iiinneuced the<onduct of Ilnlspnr 

( >) a’liat is, “ Mori. i-. to be said, than aii^er will siilfer me to say 
moie than can isbue from a imiid disturbed like iniue,” 

B 2 
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KlNi. HENRY IV. 

f tinoHj *S?) Blunt j Gcntlaaen^ r.h. am^ 

i ail oj 11 1 stmoi i la ndy r . n . 

SCLNC 11 . — An jlpathiKul lieloiiqin^ to tlu PUna 
of IVulcs / 

Ilkiti PRl^ci' Ofr VVviFs, 1 u. and Sir Jonx 

TvLsl vn 5 R.H 

/7i/ Nim, Hal, what time of day is u, 1 ui 

P Hin '1 hou ajt so iat-uittcd, with dnrdiiiJt^ol old 
s u k, and uiibuitoi int^ ihtc ifttr sij]>[)cr, nid s]eej)itnr 
u| on benches after noon, that tliou !n'>l forgotten to de- 
mand that truly, which thou vvi ihl t truly know. (Ij 
Whit i d( \ il hast thou to do with i1k time of the d in 

I nlc s hcairs wti( cups of sick, and minutes cipons, 
and clocks the tongues of biwd- 1 sec no reason Vvhy 
tlsou sbouldst hf so suptillueis, to demand the tune 
of tlu day. 

Fal liuhed, >ou eoinc mar me now, llal; fur wt , 
t 1 1 t ikc pii HS, go hv ti i n oon and seven irs , lad 
not bv Vha bus — ht, that it and ring knight so Jair. (J) 
And, I pray thee, sweet wag, when thou nt king, — as 

II i\in save thy grace, fma]esi\, I should siy; for 

gl ice thou wilt have none,) 

P lliit \^ h it ' nore^ 

/ ill No, by my troth ; not so much as wdl ^erve Ic 
ht p uloguc to i.n egg and batter 

I Tc III s 1 ‘ til t 1 1 I H i ti )ij to the iju '^lloa sii. 1 I 

? til a I il'^ ifll li III is} t a 111 Ot >,//^\vliit u IS flu tinii M tl 

ill (I mo 1)1 A (. 1 * 1 1 i M i lit I j« < tioii (1 llu 1 1 1 lu 

( 1 i(.M iitU Iti 1 tl i 1 I t li 111 t s ^ ‘ ( ( ( I inoiiow, \i <1 , 

II 111 11 ] ill oil i III \\ swut li il 1 lu tnilli in > I c 

tl it w 1 Ji Sh ilvs[n 111 mil i s ilu I iini wish 1 1 mt, a i^o( d moiiow 

} I 1 ! t ) V. )i f li I ill on roinnu m t 1 it n It 

* It il still ill i(U I >ty/</ ,1 tin su , l)iit lU s i it 

11 n llu I m t ) I I n ({ft I (Of y tlu K i^ht i 1 the Sun j in 
S I 1 ) Tom nil (, tl insl ill (1 undii tlu title nt 1 lu Miiioi ol Kini^ht 
* ( i \( th nn^ the 1^,1 ot Slnkspc iii J his ilia'll! ions pc i on'i^^i 
i 1 St (veillintl) /tfiK. iiul i en it k n t a is tlio i wl 
I i li il 1 him lliionf,hout lliiit thuK lolnnu s m Ito will eliseoi ei 
Pill [ s (} I «oul ‘ th It w tiidininr 1 ni^rht so fur, in prut ot soin 
tevotlei I ill ul on tlu subject ot this uiaiitlluus hero aclienluu'' 



KIKG lIFNRY IV. h 

P, Hen. Wdl^ liow then ^ come, loundly, roundly. 

PaL Marry, then, sweet when thou art klni», 

nyt us, that arc squires of the nieht’s body, he c alied 
liucves of the day’s beauty; (1) let us he — l)i in I’s 
ojesiers, (J; criutlemen of the shade, minion*^ ol il 
moon, and let men s ly, we he men of t^ood e*()V{rn- 
merit ; being governed, as the sea is, by our nol it nid 
h istc mistiess, the moon, under whose founttiunct 
ve — steal. 

P. Hen, Tlioii siy’st well ; and it holds well t > ) 
ioi tiic fortune ol us, that are the moon\ men, tlo r. 
hf) and flow like the 3^ t, bnn^ governed, as tlu s^ i 
3, hv the mot n. I'-, for proof, nf>w . a pur^t ( f 
^r)'d most rcsolutt ly sn it( hed on Mond ly night, ai I 
most dissoluttly spent on Tuesday morning , got unn 
swcaiing — la} (^j rnd '^iit.iit willi cning — hring 
in: (1) now, in as low an (hh r> the fool of the 1 ai- 
der; and, h)^ and b\, ni is high a flow is the ikIl^ oI 
the t/'dlows. 

Pit/, By the lord, lliou sa^’st true. hd. '\ncl is n< t 
my hostess of tlic ta\ein a most sweet wench ^ 

P, lie?!. Vs tilt' honey of llyhia, ni^ old lid of tiit 
ka^'tle And is net a huff )tikiji a most sweet it he i 
durance? (5) 


1 1 l)tluM onr pool )n tlu t\pi m >n / ; / fw < 

0/ uu int onh , 1 f ! t u u n } / / ( t Uu < f * i 

] >1 Jl tlu 111 lit / / ^// / / / f f i/ ( if Hf J «) t ll I \\ til 
c iut\ ot till ili>, mn |)i iiu in, to ili ^lui iL ^ ^ 

t //// Mf^Mitn (I on^iinll> . tl»». ittnulni on i j iji lit, t^u jii ii 
n li ) 1)01 1 ins lu nl ] < x u , in 1 Id It 1 m inn vltt i ii ‘ n 

< ifittiiniloi \ pimp uiid issouMil 1 i til cond j ul of Du i 
lluuisf ft / 0 !()>() Xpi-iin, lu 7/1 n 1 / t I ail 0/(, Ui 1 

/U(Ui(ss “ ilcu loiiustlic ujiaiiL of lici nil tiLSs‘> hodi 

(2i ^V< It irn fiomHill, tbit tcituii j(i>.ons ^Du> i[ j ( tu 1 
/ xst s, in i piL< lilt e\lnlut(d in tlu ui,,n of Kiiu Ibiiiv tb 
I i«,Ulb, wen t ilko Diana's hni^ht 

( I) lay /o/, IS i phi isi idopt I ii ini iiM,,dion \nd i n ti 
1\ sluktnin^ ‘■ 111 , to lK(oniesiiti kii> It ii tins ij: in i K i 
flLni> tlu 1 ijjlilb “ I MU tlu bilb ws < I tlu si i liiui., tin ii lu 
und tlu n 1 l)\ 

D I f inoK wiiu 

( ) loiiiubi^t Old tlu juop ul^ ol tb( 1*1 mil s iMwn it I 

i u il id, til t tlu ISluiftl sob L \M I to iiui V (.1 id mb ‘ 

U i 



6 KING HENRY IV, 

FaL How now, bow now, mad wag ^ what, in thy 
quips, and Ihy quiddiles ? what a plague have I to do 
willi a bull jerkin? i 

P, Hen. Why, what a plague have I to do wi(ih m> 
hostess ^1 the ta^efn ? 

F'll. Well, thou hast etilled her to a reckoning many 
a time and oft. 

P. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part > 

Fnl, No; ril give thee thy due, thou hast paid all 
there 

P. Hen. Yea, and clscwheic, so fat ns m\ coin 
would stietch: and, where it would not, 1 have used 
in\ credit 

F^al. Yea, and so used it, th it, t\erc it not here ap- 
paient that thou art heir apparent. — Hut I pr’ythec, 
sweet vAag, shall there be gallows standing in Engl aid 
wdicn tliou ait king^ and resolution thus fobbed as it 
IS, with the rusl\ curb of old latlitr antick the law' 
Do nut thou, when thou art king, liang a thief. 

P Hen. No; thou shall. 

Fill, bliall I ? O rare ' By the lord, Til be a brave 
]udge. 

P. Hin. Thoujudgest false already; I mean, thou 
shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and so becomt 
a rare hangman 

FuL Weil, Hal, well; and in some soit it jum])*' 
wltli my humour, as well as waiting in the court, J can 
tell ^ ou. 

P. Hen. For obtaining of suits '> 

Fal. A ea, foi obtaining oi suil^; wdiLTeof the bang- 
man hath no lean waidrobe. ’Sblood, I am as melan- 
( holy as a gib cat, (1) or a lugged bear. 

til it, A 1 k*ii I (list iir Atks, mIh th( 1 /as is nut it su t t ntmh 
till 1 iiiui* i<Ks, III Tttinn, winth(i it ^vill iKil In a svMit tliirijr to u,o 
t ) iinx.or., liy i uriiiiiij;' iii (kbt to tliih '.Mtit wincli Dui tun tj imi^lit 
iso li m sis»nifiL(I S.O1110 la’-tint^ kind of stuir, such as we Cdll .it pit 
s< lit n <)!(( (inu> 

1) Sh(ivioo<rs I n^lisfi Dutiomu i/, il llie t ml oi Cottrra\t’^ 

1 )t )K h oru , s.iN s, “ Uibhi IS III uLd hi c tf ” A »-t(l aium ils ,iu not m 
] 1 a those wliuli aie ^oiina^, .iml ^ / r/, oi t^tlded ones, ait 

(iallt r til in otiitrs So wi initdit u “ <is laf la it holy as <a/ 
t! L ^lih d i < t 



7 


\ KING aENR^^ IV. 

P. Hen, Oi an old lion; oi a lover’s lute. (J) 

Pal, Ycd, or the drone ol a Lincolnshire bagpipe. (2) 
Pf^Hc7t, What say’st thou to a Inie, (d) or tlie 
nelancholy of Moor-ditt h > ( \) 

Pal Thou hast the most unsavouiy shnilits ; and art, 
rndeed, the most comparative, (^) rasedlRst, — nett 
^ oung prince, — but, Hal, J pr’ylhee trouble me iju 
nioie with vaiihy. I would tolu t»en thou and 1 know 
*v[icre a commodity good naiui . ^\crc to be iiought ; 
\n old lord of the council rated me the otlicr day in 
the street about you, sir; but I marked him not; and 
yft he talked very wisely but I regnded him ml 
uid yet he talked wise ly, and in the stieet too. 

P, Ifcn, Thou didst well; lor wisdom cues out in 
Ur streets, and no man regards it. 

Fa!. O, thou hist damnable iteration; md art, 
indeed, able to ton apt a sail t Thou hast done much 
f* lira upon me, Hal, — Heaven loigivethce lor it ' Re- 
fore 1 knew thee, Hal, * knew nothing ; ind now am 

1 l(u -lOn ''s, mom i il’ioi s i im , \uie ^imiiliv‘'in > 
i( ol tlu lull 

(2 J 11 pt(t, til 1 1 } Ou (h nr f I ] UK >f I In ( ///.,; ipt m i i ♦ 
Oil (lull (I >((/{ o/ a niu ot tin nitiM musu ms ol I'l it sv ifrrish 

iiinly hi Ihi III i^hbom hood ol Boston, in I iik In Mu llu mi'-v 
fto'-s III siill Iniiiioionsly duioiiiiii it» a ‘ tin To ton t i 1/ < 

* asntoit nt <l stitthf nU of I In i J ' ul i 1 ! i U( s f 

i t id n, I )')0, llo hi 1. lliiu IS iin iition of “ Tin '.wciti li U h tf 

I I iu( olnsliiri 1) i PH « s ’ 

i \ /lint mu h* t(»i>.i(Kua i iniluich(l\ !im nisi In 1 ipoi 

II loini il\i ussohtm , uul iii iidiii’’ > ihi (ih) 11 oi tlu urns 
K OlsiloljtMl SI ppi) td to '( 1( I itl UK.] UK ]> 

P //it tn Itnit / ol / if M n-iiti/t It ij p( is (loin S* ,1^ t 
til it i bio Id" dit< II, t illtd IRip diRh, ioiiniil pii tl 
llospilil hum Mooiliclils, ind wliit Ins i iiiou 1 i • vncliol\ ij |U u 
Ul til m St Rii lilt w iti 1 ^ 

1 ) Lumpaialin lull meins ut < npaii /u fi / i fi I i 

i/m, uid Is piopi 1 1} jutiodiKi-d 

( itutu) t 01 , ruifafK/i So, in MiilowM O f ii ^ t 

t< >1 

‘ Heic, tiki this look, .uulpiiusi it uiD 
TIr i/ttntiHL, ot till SI lull hniRS f.oll 
Tr mi tlu ( onte\t, i/f Iiiii ipp iis to nu in /omuuoiu//-, , /< </- 

's Vl, iin, m C iindiii s Ilonainf^, Ihl 1, “ KiiR 1 du ud tlu \ lut 
kiiip the it nation oi hii/," iVi 

B 4 



8 KING HENRY IV. 

J, il a man should speak truly, little better then one of 
the wicked 1 mu^t give over this life, ind I will give 
it o\er; by the lord, an I do not 1 am a villain Til 
be damned foi ne>ci a king’s son in Christendom. 

P. Hen, Wheie shall we take a purse to-morrow, 
Jack 

Fal. Where thou wilt, lad. I’ll make one ; an I do 
not, call me villain, and baffle me- 

P. Hen. I see a good amendment of life in thee ; 
from praving to purse-taking. 

F'nL Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal 3 ^tis no sin 
for a man to labour in his vocation. 

Ihiter PoiNS, L.H. 

P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned. 

Poins. Good moirow, sweet Hal. — What says Mon- 
sieur Remorse^ {Crosses to centre,) What says Nir 
Jolm Sack-and-Sugar^ But, my lads, my lads, to- 
morrow-morning, by four o'clock, early at Gad's Hill 
— There are pilgrims going to Canteibury with lich 
oflerings,and traders riding to London with fat purses: 
1 have visors for you all, you have horses for your- 
selves : Gadshill lies to night in Rochester ; 1 have 
bespoke supper in Eastcheap : we may do it as secure 
as sleep : if you will go, I will stuff your purses full 
of crowns 3 if you will not, tarry at home, and be 
hanged. 

Pnt, Hear ye, Yedward 3 if I tarry at home, and go 
not, ril hang you tor going. 

Poins, You will, chops ^ 

PaL Hal, wilt thou make one. {Crosses to centre.) 

P. Hen, Who, 1 rob ^ I a thief? not I, by my 
faith. 

P^ol. There's neither honesty, manhood, nor good 
fellowship in thee; nor thou earnest not of the blood 
rpyal, if thou darest not stand for ten shillings. (1) 

JP. Hen, Well then, once in my days TII be a mad 
cap. 

D ) A > al, 01 Toi/ulj uas ol tin* value of ten slulline** 
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IhiL Why, lliat’s wpII said. 

P. Hen. Well, come what will, Til tarry at ^ ome. 

^al By tlu Lord, I II be a traitor then, when thou 
art losing. 

P. Hai. I care not. 

Pools. iMr John, I pr’ythee, leave the prince and 
me alone; J will lay him down suchrtasons tor this 
adventure, that he shall go. 

FaL Well, may’st tlu a have the s]>irit of persua- 
sion, and he the ears of profiting ; that what thou 
sjieakest may mo\(, and what he hears may be ot- 
heved ; that the true prince may, for recreation sikt, 
ji'-ove a false thief; for the poor abuses of the tinu 
want countenance. Farewell: }ou shall find me m 
1 astcheap. 

P. lien. Farewell, thou latter spimi^' fircwtll, 
\ll-hallown summer * (I) [Eait Falstolfy l h 

Poms. Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride w»th 

to-morrow; 1 have i lest to execute, that 1 cannot 
manage alone, Falstafll, Bardolph, Feto, and Gid^- 
hdl shall lob those nun that wc have already w.iy- 
lud; yourself, and I, will not be there: and, whui 
they have the boot), if }ou and 1 do not rob them, 
lut this held from my shoulders. 

P. Hen. But how shall we part with them in st lit t 
f )rth ^ 

Poms. Wh},we will set forth before, oraftt^ them, 

/ 

f 1 111 ill / , IS III hfillf ft ti It Oi yill Stnut Dnv ^v 

rht instotNovi liiv( ''ill il lIiuuIks in Jj( u i ri 

liuhaic absuidh sl>U 1 St All liilln\s, is if i wind v\li i vv is 
tiirrm d to txpu ss (III i o nmimit} ot s luUs lould l)i ilpu 1 la 1 t 
*AiiV 1 » iitii 111 ir OIK of till iiuin 1 )Li 111 till pla of Iht t 1 i 
tins nil tike ^wliiili liui btcu d tuiimioii out, is j 1 1 s 

< \]iost d 

“ Paul I iKuds li 11 >0(1 sli il s i, tvin iii lue^ 

Oi til h til K i till liK sstil 1 1 1 bom , 
l\it>s it h lidl} , with Lootl di\atioii, 

Ihi (hiiiittis 111 this siiiii lit stiiMi T >\])() sboul 1 j i 

^UMtist 1 ilstliood , and, iii> jnohibK iii tiuii ittunj s t 
I uh ol'iii, hi\i (111 h (1 i \ 11 till Romisl) K 1 uiln I i 

!lu u» 1 IS dt f’ T ) n 1 ill iii ol I ni \M li ) i M I i 
Si in the SI ( HI ! j it o) h o 1 1 1 \ ‘ tl 1/ > II 

n 
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and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at 
our pleasure to fail ; and then will they adventure 
upon the exploit themselves: which they shall have 
no sooner achieved, but we’ll set upon them. ** 

/^. Hen, Ay, but ’tis like, that they will know us. 
by our horses, by our habits, and by every other ap- 
pointment, to be ourselves. 

Voins, Tut 1 our horses they shall not see ; Til tie 
them in the wood ; our visors we will change, after we 
leave them; and I have cases of buckram, for tlu 
nonce, (1) to inmask our noted outward garments. 

P. Hen. But 1 doubt, they will be too haid tor 
Pains. Well, for two of then), 1 know Miei ) to Ik 
as true-bied cowards as ever turned back; and for the 
third, if he fight longer than he secs reason. Til for- 
swear arms. The virtue of this jest will be, the incom- 
prehensible lies that this same fat rogue will tell us, 
when we meet at supper; how, thiity, at hast lie 
iought with; what wards, what blow^, what extu’- 
mities he endured; and, in the reproof of thi^ lies 
the jest. 

P. Hen. Well, Til go with thee: piovide all 
things necessary, and meet me in Eastchcap : farewell. 
Pains. Farewell, my lord. i.n. 

P. Hen. I know you all, and svill awhile uplmld 
The unyok'd humour of your idleness : 

Yet herein will I imitate the sun ; 

Who doth permit the base <*ontagious clou(K 
To smother up his beauty from the woild ; 

That when he please again to be himself, 


) For tht This is somctiiiU'S foi thi mnus, and ii 

ihvfiys means ior th* omu for the pieseiit j)nrpf>tje, for the iinim* 
(bate subject of qiiesliop The pro^tres^ oi tliewoid maj he thu^ 
tiaced a oniby an amsyjoi Iht otwtyjo) tht Jinu(s^ Jm tht 
f<n fhi /i'jucr, 

“ Would yon live/rce from dl diseases 
Do the art -voui mistress pleases 
\ et fright all aches Iroiii >onr l)oms 
Here’* a lued’diie iur the nont ' ” 

• Fit d It, J, 1 


Confutation 
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t icing wanted, he may be more wonder'd at, 
iy breaking thiough the foul and ugly mists 
()f|^vapoui‘’, that did seem to strangle him. 

So,* when this loose behaviour I throw ofll*, 

And pay the debtl never promised, 

By how much better than my woid I am, 

By so much shall 1 falsify men's hopes ; ( I ) 

And like bright metal on a sullen (2) giound^ 

My lefoimation, glitteiing o’er inv built. 

Shall show more goodly, and attract more es, 

Than that which hath no foil to set it ofl. 

I'll so offend, to make offence a skill ; 

Hedecming time, when men think least 1 will. 

{ ri 

SCENE 111. — Tilt Council Chanibt) 

{Flouriiih of Uumpei^ and drums.) 

\iN(. IIknry, PtiiNCh John, Earl of Wkmmok^ 
r VND, Eahi of WoachsiiiiR, Eakl of NoiartiAi- 
BERLAND, Hoisruii, Sir W. Blunt, Sir R.Vfr- 
NON, and other Gkmi emln, discovered. 

Throne. 


Four Gents king Foia Gents 

p/john. fVestmoreland. 

~JNo) thnrnbcriand, SirTF. Blunt 

'Hotspur. . fVoiresUr 

/v. Hen. My bloodbath been too cold and tempe- 
rate, 

Unapt to stir at these indignities, 

And you have found me; for, accordingly, 

You ticad upon my patience : but, be sure, 

1 will from henceforth rathci be myself, 


(ij Exptctfihoiis 


2 ) Dull 
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Miglity, and to be fear’d, than my condition, (J) - 

Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young down 
And therefore lost that title of respect, i 

Which the proud soul ne’er pays, but to the proud. 

fyor. Our house, my soveicign liege, little deser\es 
’rhe scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 

And that same greatness tc>o, which our own hands 
Have holp to make so portly. 

My lord, 

K. Hm. Worcester, get thee gone ; for I do sec 
Danger and disobedience in thine eye ; 

O, sir, 

Your presence is too bold and peremptory; 

And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier (2) of a servant biow. 

You have good leave to leave us : {3) when we need 
Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. 

[Exit Worvehiery i .n. 
You were about to speak. {Turning to North.) 

North, Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness’ name demanded. 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 

WcK', as he says, not with such strength denied, 

As is deliver’d to your majesty. 

Hot. My liege, 1 did deny no prisoners. 

But, 1 remember, when the fight was done, 

W^lien I was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword. 

Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d, 

Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new reap’d, 
Shovv'd like a stubble-land at harvest home : 

He was perfumed like a milliner; 

And ’ n ixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box, (4) which ever and anon 

fl ) C tntflifian is very frequently used by the old wi iters, for ti mpa 
of mifu! , and in tliib ^ense the vulgar still say, or xll-tondi 

timml Hifiu. 

(2) Jnontiir was aritiently ii'^ed lor forehead. 

^ hii le.idy assent. 

(4) \ .''’iiall hoA, U/r musk or other perfumes, then in fashion ; the 
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jH4 gave his nose, and took ’t away again ; 

''till he binird, and talk’d : 

Andl, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by, 

He ‘cal I’d them — untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his n(‘bihty. 

Willi many holiday and lady terms 
He question’d me; among the rest, demanded 
My prisoners, in )our majesU’s behalf. 

I then, all smaiting, with my wounds being cold. 

Out of my grief, (I) and my iiiijiaticiice. 

To be so pcMCi d with a popinjay, (2) 

Answerd ueglec lingl}, I know not what ; 

He should, or he should not; lor he made me mad, 

'J\) see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet. 

And talk, so like a waiting gentlewoman, 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds, — (heaven save the 
mark !) — 

And ttlling me, the sovereign’st thing on caith 
\\ as parmaceli foi an inward bruise; 

And tliat it was great pity, so it was, 

That villainous saltpetre should be digg’d 
Out of the bowels of tlie harmless earth, 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy’d 
>0 cowardly ; and, but for these vile guns, 

He would himsell have been asoldiei. 

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 

1 arij^wei’d indiicctly, as I said: 

Aau, I beseech )ou, let not his report 
^ome current for an accusation, 

Ji^ijivixt my lovC and your high majesty. 

JBhint. The circumstance considei’d, good my lord, 
Wliafever Harry Percy then had said, 

I'o such a person, and in such a place, 

At such a time, with all the rest re-told, 

hd of vvliidi, Ijcinf^ iiit avjUi opoavvoik, gave it its limit* , fiomyr/// 
sontr, to prick, puice, oi 
(1 run 
(J V pni )t 
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May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 

A\ Hen, Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners ; 
But witli proviso, and exception, — 

'I'hat we, at our own cliarge, shall ransome stiaight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer 3 
Wlio, on my soul, hath wilfully betray'd 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against the gicat magician, damn'd (jlendower . 
Whose daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our cofteis then 
Be emptied, to ledeem a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treason ^ and indent with feais. 

When tliey have lost and forfeited themselves 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve 5 
For I shall never hold that man rny friend, 

Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransome home revolted Alortimer. 

Hof, Revolted Mortimer 1 
He never did fall off, n»y sovereign liege, 

But by the chance of wai : — to prove that true. 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds 
'J'liose mouthed wounds, which valiantly he look. 
When on the gentle Severn's sedgy bank. 

In single opposition, liand to hand, 

He did confound the best part ol an hour 
In changing hardiment ( I) with great Glendowci ; 
Three times they breath’d, and three times did n. 
drink, 

\ pon agreement, of swift Se\ ern’s Hood ; 

Who then, affrighted with tlieir bloody looks, 

Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 

And hid his crisp (i) head in the hollow bank 
l{lov>d-staiiied with these valiant combatants. 


1) \ij obsolete word, sif^nifyuif? hardiness, br.n^ev) , ^Nuitne 
Spein er is Irctpient in his use ot it. 

(2^ Curled 
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Bl(Ver (lid base and rotten policy 
Iblpur her working with such deadly wound*^ ; 

Noil never could the noble Mortimer 
l<,cc^ive so many, and all willingly : 

'fhen let him not be slander'd with revolt 

/v. lien. Thou dost belie him, Peny, diou dost 
belie liim, 

He never did eneountei with Glendowi*! : 

S tell thee, 

Me durst as well luive met the devil alone. 

\s Owen Glendower ior an enemy. 

Art not ashamed ^ Hut, sirrah, hencetouh 
Let me not heai you speak ol Mortimei : 

'Send me your prisoneis with the speediest means. 

< )i \ou shall hear m such a kind from me 

will displease you. — My lord Northiimbtrl md, 
vVe license your depaiture with your son : — 

■^end us your prisoners, or ym'll hear of it. 

{Flourhh of Uuinpets and drains ; 

1 Kxeuni all but Northumberland and \ h . 

Hot. And, if the devil come and roar for tliein. 

I vvdl not send them I will alter slraicrht, 
i\nd tell him so ; lor 1 will ea^e my heart, 

Mthough it be with hazard ol my head. 

(( ro' St s /o L.ii.) 

Aorth, What, diunk with elnder : stay, and pause 
y awhile ; 

lj.>dre comes youi uncle. 

Enter Worcbstru, i.h. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer^ 

Yes, I will speak ol him ; and let m\ soul 
V\ ant inercv, if 1 do not join with him 
Yea, on his pait, I'll empty all these veins, 

And shed my dear blood drop by drop i* the dust 
Hut 1 will lilt the down-trod Mortimer 
As high V the aii as this unUianktuI king. 
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As this ingrate and cankei’d Uolingbroke. 

(Crosses to rjh/ ; 

yorfh. Brother, the king hath made your neplicw 
mad. 

IFor. Who struck this heat up atter I was gone ? 
Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners : 

And, when 1 urg’d ihc raasome once again 

(Crosses to centre, ) 

Of my wife’s l)rother, then his cheek look’d pale ; 

And on my face he turn’d an eye of death,(l) 
Tiemhling even at the name of Mortimer. 

TVor. \ cannot blame him : was he not proclaim’d. 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ^ 

North. He was; 1 heaid the proclamaiion : 

And then it was, when the unhappy king 
(Whose wrongs in us heaven paidon !) did set forth 
Upon his Iiish expedition ; 

From whence he, intercepted, did return, 

To be depos’d, and, shortly, muideied. 

Hot. But, soft, I pray you • did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? 

North. He did; m)self did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king, 

That wish’d him on the ban en mountains starv’d. 

But shall’t, for shame, be spoken in these days. 

Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and powei, ' 

Did gage them both in an unjubt behalf, 

(As both of you, heaven pardon it ! ha\e done,) 

7^0 put down Richaid, that sweet lovely rose, 

And plant this thorn, this canker, (2) Bolingbrokc ^ 

And shall it, in nune shame, be fuitlier spoken. 

That you are fool d, discarded, and shook off 

[1 ; That js, an eye men k deatli Hotspur seema> to Civsi i ibt tlj( 
kinfr as tieniblina: Mith ra^^c laUu i th in feat 

(J'l 7)u‘ (anktr-iosi i, tin do/^ lose, the flower of the Cynoshatoii 
So, in Ado ahoKt Xothm^ — “ 1 h d lathti be a iuhIh, in » 

hedge, th 111 a lose ui his i,ia(t ” 



17 


KING HENRY IV. 

t iin, for whom these shames ye underwent ? 
yet time berves, wherein you may ledeem 
banish’d honours, and restore yourselves 
Into* the good tlioughts of the woild agam : 
lleveiigc the jeering and disddin*d(l) contempt 
Of this proud king ; who studies, day and night, 

To answer all the debt he owes to you, 

Even with the bloody payment of your deaths : 
Therefore, I say, — 

TVor, Peace, cousin, say no more : 

And now I will unclasp a secret book, 

And to your quick conceiving discontents 
ril read you matter deep and dangerous; 

As full of peril, and adventurous spirit. 

As to o’er- walk a current, roaring loud. 

On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. (2) 

Hot, If he fall in, goodnight : — or sink, or swim : — 
Send danger from the east unto the west, 

So honour cross it from the north to south. 

And let them grapple : — O ! the blood more stirs, 

To rouse a lion, than to start a hare. 

(Crosses to l.h.) 

North, Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot, By heaven, raethinks, it were an easy leap, 

To pluck blight honour from the pale-fdc’d moon ; 

Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Wl^e fathom-line could never touch the ground, 
AjQpluck up drowned honour by the locks ; 

he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear, 
Witl?out corrivaT,(3) all her dignities: — 

But out upon this half- fac’d fellowship r(4) 

Clj Disdainful. 

(2) That IS, of a spear laid across. 
tV) ^ rival. 

(4) The allusion must be to the coins ot I hilip and ]VIary, whet c tw( 
faces wore in part exhibited. Hiis s(pi irinf» onr author's conipan 
^ons, and makinu;' them lorrespond prcc isely on every side, is in iiiy 
iipprehcnsioii the source ol endless luistakes, Ftllouship h biles to 
Hotspur’s “ corrival,’’ and liiniSLll, and 1 think, to nolliini; laoic I hud 



18 KING HENRY IV. 

JVor. He apprehends a world of figures(l) here 
But not the form of what he should attend, — 

Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot, I cry your merry. 

Wor, Those same noble Scots, 

That are your prisoneis, — 

Hot. Til keep them all . 

By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them ; 

No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not ; 

ril keep them, by this hand. {Crosses to centn .) 

Wor, You start away, 

And lend no ear unto my purposes: 

Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, I will ; that’s flat : — 

He said, he would not ransome Mortimer ; 

Forbad my tongue to speak of Moi timer ; 

But I will find him when he lies asleep, 

And in his ear I’ll holla — Mortimer 1 — Nay, 

I’ll have a starling shall be taught to ‘•peak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 

To keep his anger still in motion. {Crosses to a.n,) 
tVor. Farewell, kinsman ! I will talk to you. 

When you arc better temper’d to attend. 

North. Why, what a wasp-stung and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman’s mood, 

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ! 

Hot. Why, look }Ou, 1 am whipp’d and scourg’d 
with rods, 

Nettled, and stung with pismires, when 1 hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. — 


the epithet here applied to it, in Nashe’s of Pictic Pt nm 

; — 

“ ■ - ■ ' uith all other ench ol yQwx half yiurr/I’liiplish.’' 

\£,^aiii, in “ HitjtriomastiK,” IhlO: — 

** Whilst I behold yon halJ-faC ” 

I i I Fiif’urci is here used equivocally. As it is ap]>lie(l fo Hotspui’*^ 
speech, it is a rlietoric.il mode; as oppostd to lonn, it lueans .ippeai 
ance or shape. 
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l^n\Richard’s time, — (Crosses to centre) — What do 
^1 you call the place? — 

A pia^ue upori’t * — it is in Glostorshire ; 

"Tw'as wlierc the mad- cap duke his uncle kept ; 

His uncle York; — where I first bow’d my knee 
Unto lliis kin^z; of smiles, this Bolintj^hroke ; — 

V\ hen \ou and he came b ick from Ravenspurg. 
Xorth. At ]3^rklcy Castle. 

Hot. You say tin • : — 

Why, what a candy t.eal of courtesy 

'Tlii'^ fawning trreyhound then did proffer me ! 

Look, — tv/ie7i his inf ant fortune came to age ^ — 

And , — gentle Harry Pocy^ — and, kind cousin ^ — 
t), the devil take such cozeneis ! — (Cms.ses' to l.h.)— 
Heaven forgive me ’ — 

Good uncle, tell your tale, for 1 have done, 

IVor, Nay, if you have not, to’t again; 

We’ll stay your leisure. 

Hol^ 1 have done, i faith. 

IFor. Then once moie to your Scottish prisoners. — 
Deliver them up without their ransome straight, 

And make the Douglas’ son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland; which, (for divers reasons 
Which 1 shall send \ou written,) be assur’d. 

Will easily be granted. — You, my loid, — (To North.) 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d, — 

Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of t/iat same noble prelate, well belov’d, 
fnc archbishop — 

^ Hot. Of York, is’t not ^ 

'Par. True ; who bears hard 
His brother's death at Bristol, the Loid Scroop. 

I speak not this in estimation,(l) 

As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down; 

.\nd only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall biing it on. 


vl'' 
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Hot* {Crosses to centre,) I smell it ; upon my liR * 
will do well. I ^ 

Xofth. Before the game’s a-foot, th^u still st 
slip.(I) 

Hof, Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot: — 
And then tlit povicr of Scotland, and of York, 

To join with Mortimer, lui^ 

IF^or, And so they sluill. 

Hot, In faith, it is exceedingly \\ell aim’d. 

JVor. And ’tis no little reason huh us speed, 

To save our heads by raising of a head :(J) 

For, bear ourselves as even as we can. 

The king will always think him in our debt; 

And think, we think ourselves unsatisfied. 

Till he hath found a time to piy us home. 

And see, alieady, how he doth begin 
To make Ua stiangeis to his looks of lo\e. 

Hot* He does, he does; we’ll be icvcng’d on him, 

JVor, Cousin, (3) farewell : — no fuither go in this. 
Than 1 by letters shall direct \oui course. 

Noith, Farewell, good brother; we shdll thrive, 1 
trust. 

Hot, Uncle, adieu : — O, let the hours be short, 

Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport * 
{^Exeunt ^ North, and Hot, r.h. JVor, j .n 

f-ND Ol ACT I. 


ACT JJ 

SCENE I, — An Inn Yard^ at Rochester, 
Enter a Carrier, with a lantern in his hand^ l.h.u.k. 
1 Car, Heigh ho ! A’n’t be not four by the day, I’ll 

(1 ) To Ut shpy is to loose the greyhound. 

(2) A head IS a body of fort ts 

(d) This was d common additss m our author’s time to nephews 
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^ Ranged : Charles’ wain(l) is over the new chimney, 
our horse not packed. What, ostler ! 

{fVithhiy L.H.) Anon, anon. 

1 Car. I pr’ythee, Tom, beat Cut’s(2) saddle, put a 
tew flocks in the point; the poor jade is wrung in the 
withers out of all cess.(fl) 


Enter another Cakrilr, with a lantern in his handj 

L.H.U.B. 


2 Car. Peas and beans are as dank(l) here as a 
dog, and that is tlic next way to give poor jades the 
hots: (5) this house is turned upside down, since Robin 
ostler died. 

1 Car. Poor fellow! never joyed since the price ot 
oats rose : it was the death of him. 

2 Car. I think, this be the most villainous house in 
ill London road ior fleas : 1 am stung like a tcntdi. (G) 

I Car. Like a tench ? by the mass there is ne’er a 
king in Christendom could be better bit than I hd\e 
been since the first cock. — What, ostler! come awav, 
iiid he lung’d, come away. 


tiu cc-', grand children. llvhnsht tVs ( fn 07m It , passim. Hol- 
|mr w ,iN \\ or center ’s ru'phi vv 

Ij ( luDlts' II am IS the vulgar name gi\en to the consti 11 itioa 
died the Ht.n. It iS a cunnption of the Chmlts nr Churh an — 
Si\ ceojll, a (onntr\iiian.) ficfpiently used tor .i(ointi)- 

in tn old nooK'. “ Here beg) imeth the Cloth and the ’)\ido,’' 
tor "Wynkin de Woide. See albo the Glossaries of Sk»nnej 
, rliiuuis, ^ . i hurl 

jl [2 ) ( I'l is the name of a horse in 7^he IVitt hc\ of Lnurashii t 1 , 
t'j'k ' -oppose, was a*(ominrm one. 

( ) i. e. — oi't of all t/uasfife the phrase being taken fiom a << ss, 
or '*abMdy ; wliieh being by regular and moderate rales, when anj tluni> 
H iscxoibitant, or out of measure, it was said lobe oaf of ah (t\s. 
fl' Vet, rotten. 

\^r» “ The /tofh\ is an yll di'.easc, and they lye in a hoise miwe, 

and they be an imh long, white coloured, and a reed heed, and a^ 
nu)Lhe as a fyngers ende ; and they be quyeke and styeke fa^tc in the 
niawe syde it apperethe by stampyiige of the horse or tomblynge ; 
and m the begininnee tliere is remedy ynoughe ; and if Ibe^ be not 
t ired bet\me, they will eatc thorough his mawc and kyll him.” — Fifz- 
lit}b</t’<i /look of Husbandry. 

1^0' tt appears, from the following passage in Philemon Holland’* 
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2 Cm\ I have a gammon of bacon, and two raze&^l 
of ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing Cross. (' ^ 

1 Car. ^Odsbody ! the turkies in my pannier are c|<t te 
starved. (2)-- What, ostler !--A plague on ihee ! hast^hou 
never an eve in tliy head ? canst not liear ? A"n’t were 
jiot as good a deed as diink, to break the pate of thee, 
I am a very villain. — Coine, and be hanged : — hast no 
faith in thee ? 


Enter Gadsiiill, l.h. 

Gads, (iood morrow, earners. What’s o’clock ? 

i Car. I think, it be two o’clock. 

Gads. 1 pr’ythce, lend me thy lantern, to see my 
gelding in the stable. 

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye ; I know a trick worth 
two of that, i’loith. 

Gads. 1 |)r’ythce, lend me xh\n(^. {Crossing to 2 Car.) 

2 Car. Ay, wlien ? canst tell ? — Lend me thy lan- 
tern, quoth’a } — jnarry, i’ll sec thee hanged first. 

Gads. Sirrah cairier, what time do you mean to come 
to London ? 

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I 
wan ant thee, — Come, neighbour Mugs, we’ll call up 
the gentlemen; they'll along with conipnnv, for they 
have great ehaige. 

[Earcimt ; Carriers., u.n. Gadshill^ r„H. 

traiislaiion of llt.tt), y, llo ,k i\, clj. 47. tliat ai.'? 1 *ntU 

lisluN wore suppO'.ed to In* inVe'.tnl by In miijiojct, \\ li.al j, 

there not bred within the se.i^ r.\en the verie /^f/s that ship so iMe\\^ 
rily in se.nmier tirm* within \ ietn.iPiu'i; liouses and irnies, andJufe *.v ' 
shrewdly : as tih:iO liee that love best to live elose under the hairt‘ ol 
our heads, are there ciifrendred and lo *'e found • for many a time tin' 
fishers twitch up their hooks, .iiid s\ • a nuinher cd these slvipjiers and 
ereepers settled tliiek idiout tlieir baits whieh they laid for lishcs. And 
this vermin i, thouerhf to irouble the poore fishe.i in their sle(‘p by nijrht 
within the sea, as well as us on laud.” 

fl) As our author in several jiassages mentions a rare of f»-inpfer, I 
ihnuprht proper to distinj^uish it Irom the racf m^mtioned lieu*. The 
former sif^nilies no more than a single root of it ; hut .i raze is the In- 
dian term for a bait of it. 

(2) Here is a slight anachronism. Turkies were not brought into 
EmrUnd till the time of King Henry the Eighth. 



KING HENRY TV. 


23 


SCENE II. — The Road hy Gad*s Hill. 

Enter Puince of Wali.s and Poins, disguised^ l.h. 

Pains. Come, shelter^ shelter^ I have removed Fal- 
horse^ and iie frets like a gummed velvet. 

P. Jhn. Stand clo’^e. 

{Poms retires a little^ l.h.u.e.) 

Enter Fa i staff, disguised^ i^.w. 

/ (iL Poins ! Poins, and be hanged ! Poins ! 

P. Hen. Peace, ye lat kidneyed rascal: — Mhat a 
f)rawling dost tfiou keep' 

fa/. What, Poms ! Hal! 

P. Hen. He is walked up to the top of the hill : 
ril go seek him. 

{Pretends to go and look for Poins.) 

lull, I am accursed, to rob in that thief’s com- 
pany: tlie rascal hathicmovcd myhoise, and tied him 
I know not where. If 1 travel but four foot by the 
square furtlier a-foot, 1 shall break my wind. Well, 

I doubt not but to die a fair death, foi all thia ; if I 
scape hanging h)r killing that rogue. 1 have forsworn 
his company bouily any lime this two-and-twenty year, 
aid y^'t I am bewitched with the rogue’s company. If 
»he.’'dscal have not given me medicines to make me 
him, I’ll be hanged; it could not be else; I have 
^ru^nk medicincsi-— Poins ! — Hal ! — a plague upon you 
?)otli ! — Baidolph! — Peto I — I’ll starve, ere I’ll rob a 
loot further. An ’twere not as go<jd a deed as diink, 
to turn tiue man, and leave these rogues, I am the 
veriest varlet that ever chewed with a tooth. Eight 
yards of uneven ground, is thiec score and ten miles 
a-foot with me; and the stony-hearted villains know it 
well enough : a plague upon’t, when thieves cannot 
be tiue to one another 1 — (They whistle .) — Whew" ! 
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— A plague upon you all! Give me my hoise, /o 
logues ; give me my horse, and be hanged. ' ^ 

P. lien. Peace, ye fat-guts ! lie down; lay thin« ^ ar 
close to the ground, and list if thou canst hear the 
tread of travellers. 

Fal, Have jou any levers to lift me up again, being 
down ^ ’Sblood, I’ll not bear mine own flesh so far 
a-foot again, for all the coin in thy father’s exchequer. 
What a plague moan ye, to colt(l) me thus^ 

P, Hen. Thou liest, thou art not colted, thou art 
uncolted. (He advances to Falstajf.) 

FaL 1 pr’ythee, good Prince Hal, help me to my 
hor‘-e; — good king’s son. 

P. Hen, Out, you rogue ! shall I be your ostler ? 
FaL Go, hang thyself in thy own heir-apparent gar- 
ters ! If 1 be ta’en, I’ll peach for this. An I have not 
ballads made on you all, and sung to filthy tunes, 
let a cup of sack be my poison. When a jest is so 
tor ward, and a-foot too ! — I hate it. 

Enter Poins, i .H.tr.K. Gadshill, Bardolph, and 
PbTO, disguised, luii. 


Gads. Stand. 

Fal. So 1 do, against my will 

Poins. O, ’tis our setter; I know his voice. 

Gads. Case }e, case ye ; on with your visors; there’s 
money of the king’s coming down the hill, ’tis g^ing to 
the king’s exchequer. " ,, 

Fal. You lie, you rogue; ’tis going to the kin^^ 
tavern. . - « 

Gads. There’s enough to make us all. 

Fal. To be hanged, 

P. Hen. Sirs, jou four shall front them in the nar- 
row lane : Ned Poins, and I, will w^alk lower : if they 
’scape from your cncountci, then they light on us. 

l to fool, to trick , but the piinte takiiu^ it iu a)iothci i cn'jc, < 

it by HHcolty that is, unhdr^f 
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Yal. But how many be there of them ? 

Some eight, or ten. 

FaZ. Zounds ! will they not rob us ? 

Pj» Hen. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grand- 
father ; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Poins, Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the 
hedge ; when thou need’st him, there thou shalt find 
him. Farewell, and stand fast. 

Fal. Now cannot 1 strike him, if I should be hanged. 

P. IJm. Ned, where are our disguises? {Aside.) 

Pains., Here, hard by : stand close. {Aside.) 

[Exeunt the Prince and Poins^ r.h.tj.e. 

Fah Now, my masters, happy man be his dole, (1) 
say 1 ! Every man to his business. — {They put on 
their masks^ and draw their sivords.) 

Enter four Travellers, r.h. 

Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy shall lead our 
horses down the hill : we’ll walk a foot awhile, and ease 
our legs. 

Fal. ^c. Stand ! 

Trav. Thieves ! — Murder ! — Help ! — {The Tra^ 
vellersrun back again^ followed by Bardolphy Gads^ 
hill, and PetOyL.H.) 

Fal. Down with them ! cut the villains* throats ! 
^ah! whoreson caterpillars! bacon-fed knaves! they 
^late us youth down with them! fleece them I — 
Xioung men must live You are grand-jurors, are ye ? 
We’ll jure you, i’faith. 

[Exit, L.H. 

(1) The portion of alms distributed at Lambeth palace gate is at 
this day called the dole. In Jonsoa’s Alchymist, Subtle charges Face 
with perverting his master’s charitable intentions, by selling the dole 
beer to aqua~vit<B men. 


C 
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Enter Prince of Walbs^ and Poins, in buckr irr 
suits f L.n. ^ ' 

F, Hen. The thieves have bound the true men : (1 ) 
Now, cr»uld tliou and I rob the thieves, and go merrily 
to London, it would be aigament(2) fora week, laughter 
tor a month, and a good jest for ever. 

Poins. Stand close, I hear them comings {Tkey re- 
tire a little., H.H.U.K.) 

Ente) Falstaff, Gadshill, Baudolph, and Pbto, 
with bags of money ^ i . h. 

Fal. Gome, my masters, let us shaie, and then to 
horse before day. {They sit down on the ground.) 
An the prince and Poins be not two arrant cowards, 
there’s no equity stirring : there’s no more valour in 
that Poins, than in a wild duck. 

P. Hen. Your money ! {Hen. and Poins advance ) 
Poins. Villains! 

{As they are sharmg^ the Prince and Poins set 
upon them, Tke ‘test run away; l.ci. and FaU 
staffs after a bloiv or twOy runs after them, 
leaving the booty behind Mm.) 

P. Hen. Got with much ease. Now merrily to 
horse. 

The thieves are scattei’d, and possess^ with fear 
So strongly, that they dare not meet each other ; 

Each takes his fellow for an officer- 
Awdy, good Ned. FatslafF sweats to* death. 

And lards the lean earth as he walks along . 

Were ’t not for laughing, I should pity him. 

Poins. How the rogue roared ! [Exeunt, l.h. 

(] ) In the old plniys a rfrwe man is always got in opposition to a thv f 
bo, in tli€ aaacieiit Morati^ called Hycke Scorn^r, M, let. no date — 

Andtrlien me list to hano^ a fine mati — 

Tlieves I can help out of prysou." 

(2) Argument is subject, or matter for conversation, or a drama. 
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SCENE III. — Warkworih.--^A Room in the castle, 

\ 

* Fjnter Hotspur, reading a letter^ r,h. 

Rut^ for mine own party my lord, I could be 

well contented to be thercy in respect of the love I bear 
your house, — He could be contented, — why is he not, 
then ? In respect of the love he bears our house ! — he 
shows in this, he loves his own barn better than he loves 
our houses Let me see some more. The purpose 
you undertake, is dangerous ; — Why, that’s certain ; 
'tis dangerous to take a cold, to sleep, to drink; but I 
tell you, my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we 
])luck this flower, safety- The purpose you undertake, 
ts dangerous ; the friends you have named, uncer- 
tain ; the time itself unsorted; and your whole plot 
too light, for the counterpoise of so great an opposi- 
tion. Say you so ? say you so ? 1 say unto you again, 
you are a shallow cowardly hind, and you lie. What 
a lack-brain is this ! By the lord, our plot is as good 
a plot, as ever was laid : our fjiends true and constant : 
an excellent plot, very good friends. What a frosty - 
spirited rogue is this ! Why, my lord of York com- 
mends the plot, and the general course of the action. 
By this hand, if 1 were now by this rascal, I could brain 
iiim with his lady^s fan. (1) Is there not my father, my 
uncle, and myself? Lord Edmund Mortimer, my lord 
of York, and Owen Glendower ? Is there not, besides, 
the Douglas ? Have I not all their letters to meet me 
)'n arms by the ninth of the next month? And are they 
not, some of them, set forward already ? What a pagan 
rascal is this ! an infidel ! — Ha ! you shall see now, in 
very sincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the king, 
and lay open all our proceedings. O, I could divide 
myself, and go to buffets, for moving such a dish of 

(1) Mr. I'clwards observes, iu his Canons of Criticism, “ that tlie 
ladies in our author’s time wore fans made of feathers.’* See Mei , 

W n’tj of JVuidsor, a. 2, sc, 2, p. 2.3. 

c2 
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skimmed milk with so honourable an action ! Iiang 
him ! let him tell the king : we are prepared : Will 
set forward to-night. ' 

Enter Lady Percy, r.h. 

How now, Kate ? I must leave you within these two 
hours. 

Lady. O my good lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what offence have I, this fortnight, been 
A banish'd woman from my Harry's bed ? 

Tell me, sweet lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ? 

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth ; 

And start so often, when thou sit’st alone ? 

In thy faint slumbers, I by thee have watch’d, 

And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars; 

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 

Cry, Courage — to the field! And thou hast talk'd 
Of prisoners' ransome, and of soldiers slain, 

And all the 'currents(l) of a heady fight. 

Some heavy business hath my lord in hand, 

And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

Hot. What, ho ! — 

Enter Raby, l.h. 

Is Gilliams with the packet gone ? 

Rab. He is, my lord, an hour ago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thoser horses from th^ 
sheriff? 

Rab. One horse, my lord, he brought even now. 
Hot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not ? 
Rab. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan shall be my throne.— 

Well, I will back him straight.— O Espirance /-(2) 


{ll.# rcurreacefl. 

ilaWais was the motto of the Percy family. 
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%id Butler lead him forth into the park. 

[Exit Raby^ l.h. 

L^y. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot^ What say*st thou, my lady ? 

Lady, What is it carries you away ? 

Hot, Why, my horse, my love, my horse. 

Lady, Out, you mad-headed ape ! 

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen, 

As you are toss’d with.— In faith, 

ril know your business, Harry, that I will. 

I fear, my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About his title ; and hath sent for you. 

To line his enterprise : but if you go 

Hot,, So far a-foot, I shall be weary, love. 

Lady, Come, come, you paraquito, answer me 
Directly to this question that I ask. 

In faith. Til break thy little finger, Harry, 

An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot, Away, 

Away, you trifler,— Love ! I love thee not, 

I care not for thee, Kate : this i$ no world 
To play with mammets,(l ) and to tilt with lips ; 

We must have bloody noses, and crack’d crowns, 

And pass them current too. — Gods me, my horse ! — 
What say’st thou, Kate ? what wouldst thou haive with 
me? 

Lady. Do you not love me ? do you not, indeed ? 
Well, do not, then j for, since you love me not, 

I will not love myself. Do you not love me ? 

Nay , tel l me, if you speak in jest, or no. 

liof. Come, wilt thou see me ride ? 

And, when I am o^ horseback, I will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But, hark you, Kate; 

I must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout : 

Whither I must, I must ; and, to conclude. 

This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 

I know you wise; but j|Ct no further wise, 

(l) Puppets. 
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Than Harry Percy’s wife : constant you are ; 

But yet a woman ; and, for secrecy, 

No lady closer ; for, I well believe, 

Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know: (l) 
And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate. 

Lady. How! so far? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But, hark you, Kate : 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too ; 

To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you. 

Will this content you, Kate ? 

Lady. It must, of force. [Exeunt^ l.h. 

SCENE IV, — The Boar's Head Tavern^ in East- 
cheap. 

Enter Prince o/* Wales, l.h. 

P. Hen. Ned, pr’ythee come out of that fat room, 
and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Enter Poins, r,h,p. 

Poins. Where hast been, Hal ? 

P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads, alnongst 
three or four score hogsheads. I have sounded the 
very base string of humility. Sirrah, 1 am sworn bro- 
ther to a leash of drawers, (2) and can call them all by 
their Christian names, as — Tom, Dick, and Francis. 
They take it already upon their salvation, that, though 
I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the king of cour- 
tesy; and tell me flatly, I am no proud Jack, like Fal- 
staif; but a Corinthian, (3) a lad of mettle, a good boy, 
— by the lord, so they call me, — and, when I am king 
of England, I shall command all the good lads in East- 
cheap. To conclude, I am so good a proficient in one 
quarter of an hour, that I can drink with any tinker in 


ri) This line is borrowed from a pr<wrbial s^^ntcncc : “ A woman 
conceals what she knows not.*' ^ 

(2 ' ^uding to the fratr^sjurati in the ages of adventure. 

M) Jp^encher, 
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%rt§T5t^a language during my life. I tell thee^ Ned, 
thou hast lost much honour, that thou wert not with 
me in this action. But, sweet Ned, — to sweeten which 
iiamfe of Ned, I give thee this pennyworth of sugar, (1) 
clapped even now into my hand by an under-skinker,(2) 
one that never spake other English in his life, than — 
Eight shillings and sixpence^ and — You are welcome; 
with this shrill addition, Anon^ anon^ Sir^Score a 
pint of bastard in the Half-moon^ or so. But, Ned, 
to drive away the time, till .Falstaff come, I pr’ythee, 
do thou stand in some by-room, while I question my 
puny drawer to what end he gave me the sugar ; and 
do thou never leave calling — Francis, that his tale to 
me may be nothing but — Anon, Step aside, and I’ll 
show thee a precedent. \_Exit Poins, r.h.o. 

Poins, Francis ! 

P. Hen. Thou art perfect. 

Poins. Francis ! 

Enter Francis, l.h. 

Fran, Anon, anon, sir. — Look down into the Pom- 
granate, Ralph. (3) 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord. 

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis? 

Fran, Forsooth, five years, and as much as to— ~ 

Poins. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

^ P . Hen , Five years I by'r lady, a long lease for the 

(1) It appears from tUe tbllowlng passage in LqqM about you, l^)00, 
and soQic others, that the drawers kept sugar fulled up in papers, 
ready to be delivered to those who called for sack i 

« But do you hear? 

Bring sugar, m white paper, not in brown/* 

(2) Schenhen, Dutch, is to fill a glass or cup ; and Scheukrr is a 
cup-bearer, one that waits at table to fill the glasses. An vnder- 
\kinher is, therefore, as Dr. Johnson lias explained it, an uiuh} 
drawer. 

(3) To have windows, or loop-holes, looking into the rooms be- 
neath them, was ancientiy a general custom. 

C 4 
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clinking of pewter. But, Francis, dar’st thou be so 
valiant as to play the coward with thy indenture, and 
show it a fair pair of heels, and run from it ? 

Fran. O lord, sir, IMl be sworn upon all the books 
in England, I could find in my heart 

Poms. Francis ! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. How old art thOu, Francis ? 

Fran. Let me see, — Abotit Michaelmas next I shall 
be 

Poins. Francis ! 

Fran. Anon, sir.-— Pray you, stay a little, my lord. 

P. Hen. Nay, but hark you, Francis : for the sugar 
thou gav’st me — ’t was a pennyworth, was ’t not ? 

Fran. O lord, sir, 1 would, it had been two. 

P. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand pound : 
ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalt have it. 

Poins. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Hen. Anon, Francis? No, Francis; but to-mor- 
row, Francis; or, Francis, on Thursday; or, indeed, 
Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis, — 

Fran. My lord? 

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, (1) 
crystal- button, (2) nott-pated, (^) agate-ring, puke- 


(1) The prince intends to ask the drawer whether lie will rob his 
master, whom he denotes by many contemptuous distinctions, 

(2) It appears, from the following passage in Greene*s Quip jot an 
upstart courtier i 1620, that a leather jirkin with crystal buftoris was 
the habit of a pawn-broker. A black tafiata doublet, and a spruce 
leathcT Jerkin, with crystal buttons, &C. I inquireu ot whab Occupa- 
tion. * Marry, sir,* quoth he, ‘ a broker/ ” 

(3) It should be printed, as in the old folios, nott-pated. So, in 
Chaucer's Cantetlmfy TaUsy the Yemun is thus described : 

A nott-head had he with a brown vistige.” 

A person was said to be nott-pated^ when the hair was cut short 
and round. Ray the Word is still used in Essex for polUd or 

fAor?*, Vide Ray’s enow, p. 100 Morell’s Chancer, 8vo. p. 11. 

Vide Jun. Etym adverb. 

So, in The Widow's Tears, by Chapman, 1612 : 

“ Vour nott-headed country gentleman.” 
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i^ItJCIrtng, (1) caddis-garter, (2) smooth-tongue, Spa- 
nish-pouch,— 

Fran. O lord, sir, who do you mean ? 

P. Hen. Why, then, your brown bastard (3) is your 
only drink : for, look you, Francis, your white canvas 
doublet will sully: in Barhary, sir, it cannot come to 
so much. 

Fran, What, sir? 

Poim. Francis! 

P, Hen, Away, you rogue : dost thou not hear them 
call? — [Here they both call him: Francis stands 
amazed^ not knowing tvhich way to go,) 

Enter Hostess, l.h. 

Host, What 1 stand’st thou still, and hearest such 
a calling ? look to the guests within.— Francis^ 
L.H.]— My lord, old Sir John, with half-a-dozen more, 
are at the door : shall I let them in ? 

P. Hen, Let them alone awhile, and then open the 
door. — [Exit Hostess^ l.h.] — Poins — 

Enter Poins, r.h.d. 

Poins, Anon, knon, sir. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, FalstafF and the rest of the thieves 
are at the door : shall we be merry ? 

Poins, As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye ; 

( 1) Qx Quadruj>le Dictionary y lodO, a puAe 
roTour is explained as being a Colour betweem russet and black, and is 
rendered in Latin pultus. In tbe time of Sbakspeare, the most ex- 
pensive silk stockings were worn; and itt King tear^ by way of re- 
proach, an attendant is called a worsted stockuig knave. So that, 
after all, perhaps the word puke refers to the quality of the stuff, 
rather than to the colour. 

(2) Caddis was worsted galloon. The garters of Shakspcarc’a time 
were worn in sight, and, consequently, were expensive. He who would 
submit to wear a coarser sort, was probably called by this contemptuous 
distinction. 

(3) Bastard was a kind of sweet wine The Prince finding the 
waiter not abb, or not willing, to understand his instigation, pu/zles 
him with unconnected prattle, and drives him away. 

c5 
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what cunning match have you made with this 'jest u?, 
the drawer ? come, what’s the issue ? 

P. Hen, I am now of all humours, that have showed 
themselves humours, since the old days of goodmaa 
Adam, to the pupil age of this present twelve o’clock at 
midnight. — ^What’s o’clock, Francis ? 

Fran, {Without j l.h.) Anon, anon, sir. 

P, Hen, That ever this fellow should have fewer 
words than a parrot, and yet the son of a woman ! His 
industry is-— ^up^stairs, and down-stairs ; his eloquence, 
the parcel of a reckoning, I am not yet of Percy’s 
mind,(l) the Hotspur of the north, he that kills me 
some six or seven dozen of Scots at a breakfast, washes 
his bands, and says to his wife, — Pf^e upon this quiet 
life! I tvant work. — O my sweet Harry ^ says shci 
how many hast thou killed to-day f — Giv^ my roan 
horse a drench^ says he; and answers, Some four- 
teen^ ati hour after; a trifle^ a trifle,, I pr’ythee call 
in Falstaff. Call in ribs, call in tallow. 

Enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bardolph, Peto, and 
Francis, l.h. with a tankard of Sack, 

i 

Pains, Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou been ? 

Fal, A plague of all cowards, I say, and a vengeance 
too 1 marry, and amen I — Give me a cup of sack, boy. 
— Ere I lead this life long, Pll sew nether-stocks, (2) and 
mend them, and foot them too. A plague of all cow- 
ards!— Give me a cup of sack, rogue. — Is there no 
virtue extant ? {He drinks,) 

P, Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a'disti of 
butter, — ^pitiful-hearted Titan ! (3)— that melted at the 


(1) The drawer’s answer had iutemipted thei’rince’s traio of dis- 
course. He was proceeding thus : i am now of all huvmars that have 
showed theimHoes Aumours-^^I am not yet of Pereas mind i that 
1 am willing to indulge myself in gaiety and frolic, and try all th(' 
varieties of human life. 1 am not yet of Percy^s mind, who thinks all 
the time lost that is not spent in bloodshed, forgets decency, and civi- 
lity, and has nothing, but the barren talk of a brutal soldier. 

(2j Stockings. 

(3) The Prince, undoubtedly, as Mr. Theobald observes, by the 



KING HBNRTT IV. 35 

4%WTOr*4j5ile of the suq ? If thou didst, then behold that 
compound. 

FaL You rogue, here^s lime in this sack too : there 
is n<nhing but roguery to be found in villainous man :(1) 
yet a coward is worse than a cup of sack with lime in 
it : a villainous coward.~Go thy ways, old Jack; die 
when thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be not for- 
got upon the face of the earth, then am 1 a shotten her- 
ring, There live not three good men unhanged in 
England, and one of them is fat, and grows old, heaven 
help the while ! A bad world, I say ! A plague of all 
cowards, I say still ! 

P. Hen. How now, wool sack ? what mutter you ? 

FaL A king’s son ! If I do not beat thee out of thy 
kingdom with a dagger of lath, (2) and drive all thy sub- 
jects afore thee like a flock of wild geese, Vli never 
wear hair on my face more. You Prince of Wales ! 

P. Hen. Why, you whoreson round man ! what's 
the matter? 

FaL Are you not a coward ?— answer me to that 
.ind Poins 'there? 


words, “ Didst thou never see I'itan kiss a dish of butter ?*’ alludes to 
TalstatTs entering in a great heat, his fat dripping with the violenre 
of his motion, as butter does with the heat of the sun.** Our author 
liere, as in many other places, having started an idea, leaves it, and 
uoes to another that has but a very slight connection with the former. 
Thus the idea of batter melted by Thtajt, or the sun, suggest to him the 
idea of 7\tan*s being tneltedy or softened, by the talc of his son, 
Phaeton; a t«de which, undoubtedly, Shakspearc had read in the 
third book of Golding^fi translation of Ovid, having, in his description 
of winter, in 7%c Mvd&nmnier Night's Dream, imitated a passage that 
^ which the history of Phaeton is related. 

(1) From the following passage in Greene’s Okoat Haunting Cumc- 
i atchers, ] t>04, it seeitis as though lime was mixed with sack tor 
the purpose of giving strength to the liquor A. Christian exhorta- 
tion to Mother Bunch Would not have done amisse, that she should 
not raixe lime with her ale to make it mighHe.*^ 

(2) i.e. Such a dagger as the Ftce in the old moralities was armed. 
So, in Twelfth Nights 

In a trice, like to the old Tice, 

Vour need to sustain ; 

Who with dagger qflathf 
In his rage and his wrath, Ac. 

c6 
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P. Hen. Ye fat paunchy an* ye call me cowarJ/i i5 
stab thee. 

Fal. 1 call thee coward ! FIl see thee damned, ere 
I call thee coward : but I would give a thousand pobnd, 
1 could run aa fast as thou canst. You are straight 
enough in the shoulders, you care not who sees your 
back call you that, backing of your friends ? A plague 
upon such backing ! Give me them that will face me \ 
give me— a cup of sack : — I am a rogue, if I drunk to- 
day. 

P. Hen. O villain ! thy lips are scarce wiped since 
thou drunkest last. 

Fal. All’s one for that. A plague of all cowards, 
still say I ! 

[He drinks ; Francis takes the cup and exit, l.h. 

P. Hen. WhaFs the matter ? 

Fah What’s the matter ? Here be four of us here 
have taken a thousand pound this morning. 

P. Hen. Where is it, Jack ? where is it ? 

Fal. Where is it ? taken from us it is : — a hundred 
upon poor four of us. 

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man ? 

Fal. 1 am a rogue, if J were not at half-sword with 
a dozen of them two hours together. I have escaped 
by miracle. I am eight times thrust through the dou- 
blet; four through the hose; my buckler cut through 
and through; my sword hacked like a hand«saw, ecce 
signum. 1 never dealt better since I was a man : all 
would not do. A plague of all cowards 1— Let then) 
speak : if they speak more or less tbaq truth, they are 
villains, sind the sons of darkness. 

P. Hen., Speak, sirs how was it ? 

Qads. We four set upon some dozen,— 

Fal. Sixteen, at least, my lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of 
them ; or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew.(l) 

(1) The natives of Palestine were called Hthrews^ by way of distiru - 
tk>n from |he it. anger Jewi^ denominated Greeks Jews, in Shaks 
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'f As we were sharing, some six or seven fresh 

men set upon us, — 

Fal- And unbound the rest, and then came in the 
oth^r. 

P, Hen^ What, fought ye with them all ? 

Fal. All ? I know not what ye call all ; but if I 
fought not with fifty of them, 1 am a bunch of radish ; 
if there were not two or three and fifty upon poor old 
Jack, then am I no two-^legged creature. 

Poins* ^Pray heaven, you have not killed some of 
them. 

FaL Nay, that’s past praying for; I have peppered two 
of them; two, I am sure, I have payed ;(1) two rogues 
in buckram suits. I tell thee what, Hal, — if I tell 
thee a lie, spit in my face, call me a horse, — thou 
knowest my old ward,~here I lay, and thus I bore my 
point : four rogues In buckram let drive at me, — 

P. Hen. What, four? thou saidsft but two, even 
now. 

FaL Four, Hal, — I told th6e, four. 

Poins. Ay, ay, he said, four. 

FaL These four came all afront, and mainly thrust 
at me : I made me no more ado, but took all their se-> 
ven points in my target, thus. 

P. Hen» Seven ? why, there were but four, even 
now. 

FaL In buckram ? 

Poins. Ay, four in buckram suits. 

FaL Seven, by these hilts, or I’m a villain else. 

P. //jg/i^Pr ’vtbec. let him alone ; we shall have 
rnoreanon. 

FaL Dost thou hear me, Hal ? 

P. Hen. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

FaL Do so ; for it is worth the listening too. These 
nine in buckram, that I told thee of,— 

P. Hen. So, two more already. 


peare’s time were vupposed to be particularly hard-hearted. So, in 
The Two Gentle7n,€n of Verona A Jew would have wept to have 
seen our parting/* 

(1) Dangerously wounded, or killed. 
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FaL Their points(l) being broken, ~ 

Poins. Down fell their hose, 

Fal. Began to give me ground j but I followed me 
clobe, came in foot and hand ) and, with a thought,* se- 
ven of the eleven I payed. 

P. Ilm. O monstrous ! eleven buckram men grown 
out of two ! 

FhL But, as the devil would have it, three misbe- 
gotten knaves, in Kendal green, (2) came at myback, and 
let drive at me ; — for it was so dark, Hal, that thou 
couldst not see thy hand. 

P^ Hen. These lies are like the father that begets 
them ; gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, 


( 1 ) To undcrstaml roins’ joke, the double mcauing of point must be 
remembered, whieh signilies the sharp end of a weapon, and the lacf 
of a fiarmejit. The cleanly phrase for letting down the hose, nd le~ 
vanduhi alvuni, was to uutrv^ss a point. So, in the comedy of Wxltf 
Bisfinled, I was so near taken, that I was fain to cut all my points.^' 
Again, in Sir Giles Goo&ceap, 1606. 

Help me to truss my points," 

1 had rather see your hose ahoiit your heels, than I would hcl]» 
you to truss a point." Randle Holme, also, in his Academy oj 
Arms and Blazon, book 3, chap. iii. has given us to understand, 
that these holders ‘‘ are small wieis, made round, througli, which the 
breeches hooks are [)ut, to keep them from fallmg,” 

1^2) Kendal, in \\ osf morcland, is a place famous for making cloths, 
and dying them with several bright colours. To this purpose, Drayton, 
ill the 30th song of his Polyolbwn, 

“ — . — - W here Kendal town doth stanrl. 

For making of our cloth scarce match'd in all the land.'* 


Kendal greeii was the livery of Robert Earl of Huntingdon and his 
followers, while they remained in a state of outlawry, an6 i 

assumed the title of Robin Hood. The colour is repeatedly mentioned 
in the old play on this subject, 1601 : 

“ All the woods 

Are full of outlaws, that, in Kendall green. 

Follow the outlawed Earl of Huntln^on.” 


Again “ T to n Robin will I wear thy Kendall green" 

Again, in of Kobyn Boode, very proper to 6i played in 

Maye f70/»e.f|^«|Qn£lctter, no date 

** sorteof ragged knaves come in, 

Clotkei) aU iu Kendale grencB 
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cl^iy-brained guts, thpu knotty-pated fool, ibau 
whoreson, obscene, greasy, tallow-keech, — (1) 

Fal. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not 
the truth, the truth? 

P. Hen. Why, liow couldst thou know these men 
in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou couldst not 
see thy hand ? Come, tell us your reason ; what sayest 
thou to this ? 

Pains. Come, your reason, Jack, your reason. 

FaL What, upon compulsion ? No : were 1 at the 
strappado, (2) or all the racks in the world, I would not 
tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason on com- 
pulsion ! if reasons were as plenty as black-berries, I 
would give no man a reason upon compulsion, I — 

P. Hen. ril be no longer guilty of this sin ; this 
sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this horse back- 
breaker, this huge hill of flesh, — 

FaL Away, you starveling, you cel-skin, you dried 
neat’s tongue, you stock-fish, — Oh, for breath to utter 
what is like thee ! — you tailor's yard, you sheath, you 
bow-case, you vile standing tuck. 

P. Hen. W ell, breathe a while, and then to it 
again; and, when thou hast tired thyself in base coro- 
pa^ison^, hear me speak but this. 

Pains, Mark, Jack. 

P.Hen^ We two saw you four set on four; you 
bound them, and were masters of their wealth. — Mark 
now, how plain a tale shall put you down. — Then did 
we two set on you four ; and, with a word, outfaced 
you from yourj)ri 2 e, and have it; yea, and can show 
u ydu heYe in the house :~and, FalstafF, you carried 
your guts away asi nimbly, with ad quick dexterity, and 
roared for mercy, and still ran and roated, as ever I 


(1 ) A keech of talUw is the fat of aa ox or cow, rolled up by the 
butcher in a round lump, in order to be carried to the chandler \ it is 
the proper word in use now, 

(2) “The strappado is when the person is drawn up to his height, 
and then suddenly to let him fall half way with a jerk, which not only 
breaketh his arms to pieces, but also shaketh his joints out of joint ; 
which punishment it is better to be hanged, than for a man to un> 
dergo.” 
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heard bull-calf. What a slave art thou^ to hzzk 
sword as thou hast done, and then say, it was in fight ! 
What trick, what device, what starting-hole canst thou 
now find out, to hide thee from this open and appsfrent 
shame ? 

Poins, Come, let's hear, Jack, — what trick hast 
thou now ? 

FaL By the lord, I knew ye, as well as he that made 
ye. Why, — hear ye, my masters, — was it for me 
to kill the heir apparent ? should 1 turn upon the true 
prince ? Why, thou knowest, I am as valiant as Her- 
cules : but beware instinct : the Hon will not touch 
the true prince. Instinct is a great matter; I was a 
coward on instinct. I shall think the better of my- 
self and thee during my life : 1, for a valiant lion, and 
thou, for a true prince. But, by the lord, lads, 1 am 
glad you have the money. Hostess, clap to the doors; 
watch to-night, pray to-morrow. — Gallants, lads, boys, 
hearts of gold, all the titles of good fellowship come to 
you ! What, shall we be merry ^nall we have a play 
extempore? 

P. Hen. Content : and the ar|timent shall be— thy 
running away. 

FaL Ah, no more of that, Hal, an' thou lovest pie. 

Enter Hostess, l.h. 

Host. My lord, the prince, — 

P. Hen. How now, my lady, the hostess? what say- 
est thou to me ? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman df“tne ' 
court at door, would speak with you : he says, he comes 
from your father. 

P. Hen. Give him as much as will make him a 
royal maD,(l) and send him back again to my mother. 

(1) I beliere here Is a kind of jest intended. He that received a 
noble was, in cant lan^age, called a nobleman; in this sense the 
prince cat^es the word, and bids the landlady give him as much ns 
will make him a royal man, that is, a real or royal man, and send 
him away. 
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• What manner of man is he ? 

Host. An old man. 

FaL What doth gravity out of bed at midnight ?— 
Shall I give him his answer? 

P. Hen. Try’thee, do. Jack. 

Fal. ^Faith, and Til send him packing. 

[Exeunt Fahtajf and Hostess ^ l.h. 

P. Hen. Now, sirs: by*r lady, you fought fair; so 
did you, Peto; so did you, Bardolph; you are lions too, 
you ran away upon instinct^ you will not touch the 
the true prince ; no, — fye ! 

Bard. ’Faith, I ran, when I saw others run, 

P. Hen. Tell me now, in earnest, — how came Fal- 
stafFs sword so hacked ? 

Peto. Why, he hacked it with his dagger; and said, 
he would swear truth out of England, but he would 
make you believe it was done in fight, and persuaded 
us to do the like. 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-giass, 
to make them bleed ; and then to beslubber our gar- 
ments with it, riid to swear, it was the blood of true 
men; (1) I did that, I did not these sfeven years before, 
J blushed to hear his monstrous devices. 

P. Hen. O, villain ! thou stoFst a cup of sack eight- 
een years ajgo, and wert taken with the manner, (S) 
and ever since thOu hast blushed extempore : thou 
hadst fire and sword on thy side, and yet thou ran'st 
away ; — what instinct had’st thou for it ? 

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors ? do you 
behold thess exhalations ? 

P. Hen. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 


(1) That is, of the men with whom they fpoght, of homst mefi, op- 
posed to thieves. 

(2) Taken with the manner is a law phrase, and then in 'common 
use, to signify taken in the fact. 

(3) The /re was in his face. A ted face is termed a fiery face : — 

“ While I affirm a fiety face 
Is to the owner no disgrace.'* 


Legend of Capt. Jones. 
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P. Hen, Hot livers, and cold purses* (1) 

Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken, 

P, Hen, No, if rightly taken, — halter. 

Enter Falstaff, l.h. 

Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How 
now, my sweet creature of bombast? (2) How long 
is't ago, Jack, since thou saw’st thine own knee ? 

Fal, Mine own knee ? When I was about thy years, 
Hal, I was not an eagle’s talon in the waist; I could 
have crept into an alderman’s thumb-ring. (3) A 
plague of sighing and grief! it blows a man up like a 
bladder. There’s villainous news abroad ; here was 
Sir John Bracy from your father j you must to the 
court in the morning. That same mad fellow of the 
north, Percy ; and he of Wales, that gave Amaimon 
the bastinado, and made Lucifer cuckold, and swore the 
devil his true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh 
hook, (4) — What a plague call you him ?— 

Poins. O, Glendower. 

P'aL Owen, Owen 5 the same; — and his son-in-^law 
Mortimer; and old Northumberland ; and that spright- 
ly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs o’ horseback up a 
hill perpendicular. 

P. Hen, He that rides at high speed, and with his 
pistol (5) kills a sparrow flying. 

Fal, You have hit it. 

P, Hen. So did be never the sparrow. 


(1) That is, drtm^enness md poverty. To drink Wag, in the Ian- 
giiaji^c of those tijncs, to heat the liver, 

(2) Bombast, id the stuffing of clothes. 

(3) The custom of wearing a ring on the thumb ig very ancient. In 
Chaucer’s Squirde Tale^ it is said of the rider of the brazen horse, 
who advanc^ into the hall of Cambuscan, that 

Upon his fhombe he had of gold a ring*' 

(4) Cotgrave calls it ** along hedging-bill, about the length of h 
partizan.” See algo Florto'e Balian 1598. 

rs) 'Shakspeare never has any care to preserve the manners of the 
time. Pietois were not known in the age of Henry. Pt^ioh were, I 
about our author’s time, eminently used by the Scots. 
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Fal. Wdl) that rascal hath good mettle in him; 
he will not run. 

P. Hen. Why, what a rascal art thou then, to 
praise him so for running? 

Fal. O’ horseback, ye cuckoo ! — but, a-foot, he will 
not budge a foot. 

P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon instinct. 

Fal. I grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he Is there 
too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue caps ( 1) 
more: Worcester is stolen away by night ; thy father’s 
beard is turned white with the news. You may buy 
land now as cheap as stinking mackarel. (2) 

P. Hen. Then ’tis like, if there come a hot June, 
and this civil buffeting hold, we shall buy maidens^ as 
they do hobnails, by the hundreds. 

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou say’st true ; it is like 
we shall have good trading that way : — But, tell me, 
Hal, art thou not horribly afeard? thou being heir 
apparent, could the world pick thee -out three such 
enemies again, as that fiend Douglas, that spirit Percy, 
and that devil Glendower? Art thou not horribly 
afraid ? doth not thy blood thrill at it ? 

Pj He7i. Not a w^hit, i* faith j I lack some of thy 
instinct. 

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, 
when thou oom’st to thy father; if thou love me, prac- 
tise an answer. 


Enter Hostess, l^h. 
Host. O, my lord, my lord ! 


(1) A name of ridicule given to the Scots, from tUcir blue bonnets. 

(2) You mart hnj landy Sfc, In former times the prosperity of the 
nation was known by the value of land, as now by the price of stocks^ 
Before Henry the Seventh made it safe to serve the king regnant, it 
was the practice, at every revelation, for the conqueror to confiscate 
the estates of those that opposed, and perhaps of those that did not 
aspiHt him. Those, therefore, that foresaw the change of government, 
and thought their estates in danger, were desirous to sell them in 
haste for something that might be carried away, 
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FaL Heigh, heigh! the devil rides upon a fiddre-^ 
stick. (1) What's the matter? 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the door : 
they are come to search the house : sliall I let Ihem 
in ? 

FaL Hal, thou art essentially mad, without seem- 
ing so. 

P. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without in- 
stinct. 

FaL I deny your major : if you will deny the sheriff, 
so ; (2) if not, let hina enter : if I become not a cart 
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing up I 
I hope, I shall as soon be strangled with a halter, as 
another, 

P. Hen. Call in the sheriff. (To Hostess.) 

[Ejeit Hostess^ l.h. 
Go, hide thee behind the arras ; (3) — the rest walk up 
above.— Now, my masters, for a true face and a good 
conscience, 

FaL Both which 1 have had ; but their date is out, 
and therefore I'll hide me. 

[Exeunt Falstaff^ Bardolph^ Gadshill^ and 
PetOy R.H.U.'jfi. 

Enter Shehiff, and two Travellers, l.h. 

P. Hen. Now, master sheriff,— what's your will 
with me? 

(1) I suppose this phrase is proverbial. It occurs in The Humow- 
nui Lieutenant of Beaumont and Fletcher 

“ — ^For certain, gentlemen, 

The fiend rides on a fiddle-stick.*’ 

(2) Falstaff clearly intends a quibble between the principal officer of 
a corporation, now called a mayor ^ to whom the sheriff is generally 
next in rank, and one of the parts of a logical proposition. 

(3) When arras was first wought into England, it was suspended 
on small hooks driven into the bare walls of houses and castles. But 
this practice was soon discontinued ; for after the damp of the stone or 
brick-work had "been found to rot the tapestry, it was fixed on frames 
of wood at such p distance from the wall, as prevented the latter from 
being it^urious to the former. In old houses, therefore, long before 

[jj^e time of Shakspeare, there were large spaces left between the arras 
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Sher.. First, pardon me, my lord : — A hue and cry 
hath followed certain men into this house. 

P. Hen. What men ? 

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious lord : 
a gross fat man. 

Trav. As fat as butter. 

P. Hen. Sheriff, I do engage mjr word to thee 
That 1 will, by to-morrow dinner-time, 

Send him to answer thee, or any man. 

For anything he shall be charg’d withall : 

And so, let me entreat you, leave the house. 

Sher. 1 will, my lord. Here are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 

P. Hen. It may be so. If he have robb’d these 
men, 

He shall be answerable ; and so, farewell. 

Sher. Good night, my noble lord. 

P. Hen. I think it is good morrow, — is it not ? 
Sher. Indeed, iny lord, I think it be two o’clock. 

[^Exeunt Sheriff and Travellers l.h. 
P. Hen. This oily rascal is known as well as Paul’s. 
Go call him forth. 

Pains. Falstaff ! — fast asleep behind the arras, and 
snorting like a horse. 

P. Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches his breath ! 
Search his pockets. 

(Potns goes out, r.b.u.e. and searches his pockets.) 
What hast thou found ? 

Re-enter Poins, r.b.u.e. 

Poins. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

P. Hm. Let’s see what they be: read them. 

Poms. (Reads.) Item, a ca^n, Ss. 2d. 

Item, sauce, 4d. 

Item, sack, two gallons, Ss. 8d. 

Item, anchovies and sack, after supper, 2s. 6d. 

Item, bread, a halfpenny. • 

P. Hen. O monstrous! but one halfpennyworth of 
bread to this intolerable deal of sack !— What there is 
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else, keep close; weMl read it at more advantage: 
there let him sleep till day. Til to the court in the 
morning : we must all to the wars, and thy place shall 
be honourable. PH procure this fat rogue a charge of 
foot; and, I know, his death will be a march of twelve 
score. { 1 ) The money shall be paid back again, with 
advantage. Jfc with me betimes in the morning; and 
so, good morrow, Poins. \_Exit^ l.h. 

Pains* Good morrow, good my lord. r.h. 

END OF ACT II. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I . — The Presence Chamber. 

King Henry, Prince of Wales, Prince John, 
Earl OF Westmoreland, Sir Walter Blunt, 
and other Gentlemen^ discovered* 

K. Hen. Lords, give us leave ; the Prince of Wales 
and I 

Must have some private conference : but be near 
At hand ; for we shall presently have need of you. 

[ Exeunt all but the King and Prince of fFales^ h*H* 
I know not whether heaven will have it so, 

For some displeasing servicc(2) I have done, 

That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He’ll breed revengement and a scourge for me; 

But thou dost, in thy passages of life, (3) 

Make me believe that iliou art only mark’d 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven, 

To punish my mistreadings. XeU me else, 

Could such inordinate and low desires, 

(1) Twelve-score yflwrfi. 

(2) Service for action, simply, 

(:ii i. c* in tlie passjigos of thy life. 
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Such bajren pleasures^ rude society. 

As thou art match’d wilhal, and grafted to^ 

Accompany the greatness of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy princely heart ? 

P. jF/en. So please your majesty, I would, I could 
Quit all offences with as clear excuse, 

As well, as, I am doubtless, I can purge 
Myself of many lam charg’d withal : 

Yet such extenuation let me beg, 

As, in reproof (1) of many tales devis’d, 

I may, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander’d and irregular, 

Kind pardon on my true submission. 

IT. ffen. Heaven pardon thee ! — Yet let me won^ 
der, Harry, 

At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 

Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost, (2) 

Which by thy younger brother is supplied ; 

And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court, and princes of my blood. 

Had I so lavish of my presence been, ^ 

So common-hackney’d in the eyes of men, 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown. 

Had still kept loyal to possession ;(3) 

And left me, in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 

Bv being seldom seen, I could not stir, 

Bui, like a comet, 1 was wonder’d at : 

That men would tell their children This is he ; 

Others would say,— /F'Acre? which is Boiingbroke? 


fl) J)isproof- 

(2) Tlie Prince was removed from being president of the council, 
immediately after he struck the judge. Qur author hae I believe, 
lieii' been guilty of e<n anachronism, jiio pnnce*a remoyal irom eouiv 
cil in consequence of his striking the Lord Chief Justice Gascoigne, 
was some years after the battle or Shrewsbury, (1403.) Mis brother, 
Thomas Duke of Clarence, was appointed president of the council, in 
his room, and he was not created a Duke till the 13th year of King 
Hem y the Fourth. 

'i 1 lie to him that had then possession of the crown. 
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Not an eye 
Bat is a-weary of thy common sight, 

Save mine, which hath desir’d to see thee more ; 
Which now doth what 1 would not have it do. 

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P. Hen. I shall hereafter, my tbrice>gracious lord, 
Be more myself. 

K, Hen. For all the world, 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then. 

When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg ; 

And even as 1 was then, is Percy now. 

Now, by my sceptre, and my soul to boot, 

He hath more worthy interest to the state, 

Than thou, the shadow of succession. 

What never-dying honour hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas ! 

Thrice bath this Hotspur, Mars in swathing-clothes, 
This infant warrior, in his enterprises 
Discomfited great Douglas ; ta’en him once ; 

Enlarged him, and j^e a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth defiance up. 

And shake the peace &nd safety of our throne. 

And what say you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 
The archbishop’s grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate(l) against us, and are up. 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee ? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my near’st and dearest(2) erJBn ? 

Thou, — that art like enough, through vm^ fear. 

Base inclination, and the start of spleeji. 

To fight against me under Percy’s pay, 

To dog his heels, and curt’sy at his frowns, 

To show how much thou art degenerate. 

P. Hen. Do not think so ; you shall not find it so : 
And heaven forgive them that so much have sway’d 
Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me ! 

I will redeem all this on Percy’s head ; 


(1) Make head. 

(2) Dearest is most fatal^ most imschierous. 
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And^ in the closing of some glorious day> 

Be bold to tell you, that 1 am your son ; 

And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights. 

That this same child of honour and renown, 

This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight, 

And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet. 

For every honour sitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes 1 and on my head 
My shames redoubled 1 for the time will come. 

That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf : 

And I will call him to so strict account, 

That he shail render every glory up. 

Yea, even the slighic^l^vorshipof his time, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of heaven, I promise here : 

The which, if he be pleas’d, 1 shall perform. 

I do beseech your majesty may salve 

The long-grown wpunds of my intemperance : 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands ;(1) 

And I will die a hundred thousand deaths, 

Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

K. Hen, A hundred thousand rebels die in this 
Thou shalt have charge, and sovereign trust, herein. 

J$nter Siu Walter Blunt, l.h. 

How now, good Blunt? thy looks are full of speed. 

Blunt. So hath the business that 1 come to speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of-Scotland hath sent word,-^ 


(1) k e. bonds f for thus the word w«s ancieotly spelt. So, In the 
Comedy of BrroTs *. 

My master is arrested on a band.’^ 

Sliahspeare has the same allusion in Macbeth : 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond,” &c. 

Again, in Cymbeline: 

And ^cancel these cold bonds'* 

D 
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That Douglas and the English rebels met. 

The eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury . 

A mighty and a fearful head they are. 

If promises be kept on every hand. 

As ever offer’d foul play in estate. 

K. Hen, The Earl of Westmoreland sets forth to- 
day; 

With him my son, Lord John of Lancaster ; 

For this advertisement is five days old : 

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set 
Forward; on Thursday, we ourselves will ma’’'"’< 

Our meeting is Bridgenorth : and. Her < 

Shall march through Glostershir 
Our hands are full of busine:>.a : i 
Advantage feeds him fat, while 

SCENE 11 . — The BoarU Head Tavern^ in East- 
cheap. 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph^ l.h. 

Fal, Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely since this 
last action ^ do 1 not bate ? do I not dwindle ? w hy ipy 
skin hangs about me like an old lady’s loose gown ; 1 
am withered like an old apple-John. Well, Fll re- 
pent, and that suddenly, while I am in some liking ;( 1 ) 1 
shall be out of heart shortly, and then I shall have no 
strength to repent. An’ 1 have not forgotten what the 
inside of a church is made of, I am a pepper-corn, a 
brewer^s horse. (2) — The inside of a church! (3) — 

(1) While I have some flesh, some substance. Wc have had u cll 
hhing in the Same sense, in a former play. 

(2) The commentators seem not to be aware, that in assertions of 
this soit, Falbtaff does not mean to point out any nmiUtude to his own 
condition, liut, on the toutrarj’^, some striking dissimilitude. He sa\ s 
heie, I am a pepper corn, a brewer's hoist, just as in Act u sc 4, he 
asseits the truth of several parts of his narrative, on pain of being 
considered as a rogue — a Jew — an Ehiew Jew — a hunch of raddtsh — 
a horse 

I (3J Tbe latter words {the tniide of a church) were, I suspect, re- 
peated by the mistake of the compositor. Or Falstaff may be lierc 
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Company, villainous company, hath been the spoil of 
me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you cannot live 
long. 

Pal. Why, there is it : — come, sing me a song ; 
make me merry. I was as virtuously given, as a gen- 
tleman need to be; virtuous enough; swore little; 
diced, not above seven iiims a- week ; went to bor- 
dello, not above once in a quarter of an hour; paid 
money that I borrowed, three or four times; lived 
well, and in good compass ; and now I live out of all 
order, out of all compass. 

Bard. Why, you are so fat. Sir John, that you must 
neci<5 be out of all compass ; out of all reasonable com- 
pass, Sir John. 

FaL Do thou anic!:'d thy face, and I’ll amend my 
life ; thou art our admiral, thou bearest the lantern in 
the poop, (1)— but ’tis in the nose of thee; thou art 
the knight of the burning lamp- (2) 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 

Fal. No, ril be sworn ; I make as good *use of it 
as many a man doth of a death’s head, or a memento 
mori: I never see thy face, but I think upon hell-fire, 
and Dives that lived in purple ; for there he is in his 
robes, burning, burning. When thou ran’st up Gad’s 
Hill in the night to catch my horse, if 1 did not think 
thou hadst been an ignis fatuus^ or a ball of wild-fire, 
there’s no purchase in money. O, thou art a perpetual 
triumph, (3) an everlasting bonfire-light ! Thou hast 

only repeating his former words^Me inside of a church ! — without 
any connection with the words immediately preceding. My first con- 
jecture appears to me the most probable. 

(1) This appears to have been a very old joke. So, in A Dialogue 
both pleasaunt and pietifull, by Wm. Bulleyne, 1564 : “ Marie, 
this friar, though he did rise to the querc by darckc night, he needed 
no candell, his nose was so redd and brighte ; and altliougb he had 
but little money in store in his purse, yet his nose and cheeks were 
well set with curral and rubies." 

(2) The Knight of the Burning Lamp, and the Knight of the Burn* 
ing Pestle, are both names invented with a design to ridicule the titles 
of heroes in antient romances. 

(3) A triumph was a general term for any public exhibition, such 
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saved me a thousand marks in links and torches,(l) walk- 
ing with thee in the night betwixt tavern and tavern : but 
the sack that thou hast drunk me, would have bought 
me lights as good cheap (2) at the dearest chandler’s in 
Europe. I have maintained that salamander of yours 
with fire, any time this two and thirty years ; heaven 
reward me for it ! 

Bmd. ’Sblood, I would my face were in youi belly ! 

Fal. God-a-mercy 1 so should I be sure to be heart- 
burned. 


Enter Hostess, l »’ 

How now, dame Partle* ' 
yet who picked my i 

Host. Wb' • ’< , » -.0 ? 

Do you thin.. aae i I have 

searched, I have i ^ .../ husband, man by 

man, boy by boy, serv. servant : the tithe of a hair 

was never lust in my house before. 

Fal, ’You lie, hostess; Bardolph was shaved, and 
lost many a hair: and I’ll be sworn, my pocket was 
picked : go to, you are a woman, go. 

Host. Who, 1 ? I defy thee : I was never called so 
in mine own house before. 

FtU. Go to, 1 know you well enough. 

Host, No, Sir John ; you do not know me. Sir John : 
I know yoi^ Sir John : you owe me money. Sir John : 
and now you pick a quarrel, to beguile me of it : I 
bought you a dozen of shirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas: I have given them away 
to bakers’ wives, and tboy have made bolters of them. 

a$ a royal mamage^ a grand nroqessiony &c- &c. which commonl} , 
being at night, were attended by multitudes of torch-bearers 

(1 ) In Shakspeaie s time (long before the streets were illuminated 
with lamps,) candles and lanthorns to let, were cried about London 
So, in Decker’s Sahronmstis^*^ Dost roar ’ Thou hast a good roun- 
cival voice to cry latUet n and candle Ught^* 

(2) Cheap is market, and good cheap, therefore, is a bon mart hi 

> (^) Dame Paftlet is the name of the hen in the old story-^book of 
^tynard the Fojl » and m Chaucer’s tale of The Cock and the For, 
tilt favourite hen is called dame Paitelote, 
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Host. Now, as I am a true woman, holland of eight 
shillings an ell. You owe money here besides, Sir 
John, for your diet and hy-drinkings $ and money lent 
you, four and twenty pounds. 

FaL He had his nart of it; let him pay. 

Host. He? alas, he is poor; he hath nothing. 

JP'aL How ! poor? look upon his face: what call 
you rich ? (1) let them coin^bk nowse, let them coin bis 
cheeks : I’ll not pay a denier. What, will you make 
a younker of me ? shall 1 not take mine ease in mine 
inn, but I shall have my pocket picked ? 1 have lost a 
seal-ring of my grandfather’s, worth forty mark. 

Host, O, I jfiave heard the prince tell him, I know 
not oft. that the ring was copper. 

FaL How 1 prince is a Jack, (2) & sneak cup ; 
and if he were here, i ’wuld cudgel him like a dog, if 
he would say so. 

Enter PaiNCB of Walks, L.ii. plagfing on his trun^ 
cheoUy like a fife. Falftaff meets Arm, r.h. 

How now,* lad ? is the wind in that door, i’foith ?~ 
must we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate^fasbion. (3) 

Host. My lord, 1 pray you, hear me. 

P. Hen. What say’rft thou, mistress Qukkly ? How 
does thy husband ? I love him well, he is an honest 
man. 

Host. Good my lord, hear me. 

FaL Tr’ythecjlet her alone, and list to me. 

P. Hen. What say'st thou, Jaw?k ? 

Fal. The other night, I fell aald^p here behind the 
arras, and had my pocket picked : thk house is turned 
bawdy-house, they pick pockets. 

ik 

(1) A face set with carbuncles is called a rich face. Legend of 
Captain Jones* 

(2) This term of contempt occurs frequently in our author. In 
The Taming of the Shrew, Katherine calls her music-muster, in deri- 
sion, a twangling Jack. 

(3) As prisoners are conveyed to Newgate, fastened two and two 
together. 
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P. Hen. What didst thou lose. Jack ? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal ? three or four 
bonds of forty pound a-piece, and a seal-ring of my 
grandfather’s. 

P. Hm. A trifle, some eight-penny matter 

HQ$t. So I told liim, my lord ; and I said, I heard 
your grace say so : and, my lord, he speaks most vilely 
of you, like a foul-mouth’d man as he is ; and said, he 
would cudgel you. 

P. Hen. What ! he did not ? 

Host. There’s neither faith, truth, nor ^ 
in me else. 

FaL There’s no more faith in t' * e ‘ ^ < 

prune; (1) nor no more truth J > ^ ' 

fox; (2) and for womanb^' ' j j oe 

the deputy’s wife of the thing, 

go- 

Host» Say, what thing ? t 

FaL What thing? why, a . j thank heaven on. 

Host. I am no thing to thauii lieaven on, 1 would 
thou shouldst know it; 1 am an honest man’s wife : 
and, setting thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave to 
call me so. 

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a beast 
to say otherwise. 

Host. Say, what beast, thou knave thou ? 

Fal. What beast ? why an otter. 

P. Hen. An otter. Sir John ? why an otter ? 

Fal. Why ? she’s neither fish, nor flesh ; (4) a man 
knows not where to have her. 

Host. Thou art an unjust man in saying so ; thou 
or any man knows whef6 to have me, thou knave thou ! 

P. Hen. Thou say’st true, hostess; and he slanders 
thee most grossly. 

(1) A dish of stewed prunes was not^uly the ancient clebignation ot 
a brotheh but the constant appendage to it. 

(2J It was formerly supposed that a /or, when draun out of hio 
hole, had the sagacity to counterfeit death, that he might thereby ob- 
tain an opportunity to escape 

(3) Maid Marian is a man, dressed like a woman, who attend» the 
dancers of the morris. 

(4) Niithei fish nor fleshy nor good red herring. So the proverb 
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Host, So he doth you, my lord j and said, this other 
day, you ought him a thousand pound. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound ? 

Fal, A thousand pound, Hal ? a million j thy love 
is worth a million j thou owest me thy love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and said, 
he would cudgel you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

Fal. Yea; if he said, my ring was copper. 

r Hani 1 say it is copper: darest thou be as good 
• t<S<> , . ’ •'ow ? 

/ i, '■ ’ .i’ thou knowest, as thou art but man, 

it. \ ' » , i, prince, I fear thee, as I fear the 

J is the lion ? 

Fal. xi fHi fe to be feared as the lion ; 

dost thou think / . ^nee as I fear thy father ? nay, 

an* if I do, let my f iivi break 1(1) 

P. Ifen.pt if ahould, how would thy guts fall 
about thy knees! Charge an honest woman with 
picking thy pocket ! Why, thou jyhoreson, impudent, 
imbossed(2; rascal, if there were anything in thypocket, 
buttavern^reckonings, memorandums of bawdy-houses, 
and one poor pennyworth of sugar-candy, to make thee 
long-winded; if thy pocket were enriched with any 
other injuries but these, I am a villain ; and yet you 
will stand to it, you will not pocket up wrong : (3) art 
thou not ashamed ? 

FaL Dost thou hear, Hal? thou knowest, in the 
stale of innocency, Adam fell ; abd what should poor 
Jack Falstaff do, in the days of villainy ? Thou seest, 
I have more flesh than another man; and therefore 
more frailty.— You confess then, you picked my poc- 
ket? , 

(1) This wish had more force formerly than at present, it being 
once the custom to wear the purse hanging by the girdle ; so that its 
breaking, if not observed by the wearer, was a serious matter, 

(2) Embossed f is swoln, puffey. 

(3) As the pocketing of injuries was a common phrase, I suppose tlu 
I’rincc calls the contents of Falstaff’s pocket — injuries. 

d4 
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P. Hen. It appears so by the story. 

FcU. Hostess, I forgive thee : go, make ready break* 
fast: love thy hosband, look to tiiy servants, che- 
rish thy guests : thou shalt find me tractable to any 
honest reason: thou seest, 1 am pacified. — Stili? — 
Nay, pr'ythee, be gone.-^[£kit Hostess, — 
Now, Hal, to the news at court : — for the robbery, 
lad, — how is that answered ? " 

P. Hen. The money is paid beck again. 

Fal. 0, 1 do not like that paying back ; it is a dou- 
ble labour. 

P. Hen. I am good friends with my father, and may 
do any thing. 

Fat. Rob me the exchequer the first thing ihou 
dost, and do it with unwashed hands tuo.(l) 

Sard. Do, my lord. 

P. Hen. I have procured thee. Jack, a charge of 
foot. 

Fal. I would it had been of horse. Where shall I 
find one that can steal well? Oh, for a i^e thief, of 
the age of two-and- twenty, or thereabouts! lam hein- 
ously unprovided. Well, heaven be thanked for these 
rebels, they offend none but the virtuous : I laud them, 
1 praise them. 

P. Hen. Bardolph,— 

Bard. My Itwd. 

P. Hen. Go, bear this letter to Lord John of Lan- 
caster, 

My brother John ; this to my Lord of Westmtweland. 

[Bait Bard, r.h. 

Jack. 

Meet me to-morrow in the Temple-hall, 

{Crosses to l.h.) 

At two o’clock i’the afternoon : 

There shalt thou know thy charge j and there receive 
Money, and order for their furniture. 

(1) i. e. Do it imnjiediately, or j^he first thing in the morning, even 
without staying to wash your hands. 
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The land is burning; Pei'cy stands on high ; 

And either they, or we, must lower lie. 

[Drum. — JBitit, l.h. 
' Fal, Rare words 1 brave world l—Hostess, my break- 
fast ; come 

O, I could wish, this tavern were my drum 1 

[Exit, L.H. 


BHD OV ACT 111. 


ACT IV. 

’v Camp, near Shrewsbury, 
mpets and drums.) 

Writer Earl o> vvorcbster, Hotspur, Earl of 
Douglas, Tkoo Qentlemm, Two Banners, and 
Twelve Soldiers, r.b. 

Hot. Wtill said, my noble Scot : if speaking truth. 
In this fine age, were not thought flattery. 

Such attribution should the Douglas have. 

As not a soldier of this season’s stamp 
Should go so general current through the world. 

By heaven, I cannot flatter;. 1 defy(l) 

The tongues of soothers; but a braver place 
In my heart’s love, bath no man than yourself : 

Nay, task me to the word t approve me, lord. 

Doug, Thou art the king of honour : 

No* man so potent breathee upon the ground. 

But I will beard him.(2) 

Hot. Do so, and ’tis well 

(1) To defy means here to disdain, 

(2) To beard, is to oppose face to face in ft hostile or daring manner. 

bS 
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Enter Raby, l.h. 

What letters hast thou there? 

Rab. These letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters fr'^m lam ! why, comes he not himself ? 
Rah. He cannot come, my lord ; he’s grievous sick. 
Hot. Sick ! how has he leisure to be sick. 

In such a justling time ? Who leads his power ? 

Under whose government come they along ? 

Rab. His letters bear his mind, not 1. 

Rot, His mind ! 

fTor. I pr’ythee, tell me, doth he keep his bed ? 

Rab. lie did, my lord, four days ere 1 set fnrtt’ , 
And, at the time of my departure th<*r.ce. 

He was much fear’d by his phy^i^ians. 

n^or. I would, the state of time had first been 
whole, 

Ere he by sickness had been visited ? 

His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot, Sick now 1 droop now ! This sickness doth 
infect. 

The very life-blood of our enterprise ; 

’Tis catching hither, even to our camp — 

He writes me here, — that inward sickness, — 

And his friends, by deputation, could not 
So soon he drawn ; — 

Yet doth he give us bold advertisement, 

That, with our small conjunction, we should on. 

To see how fortune is disposed to us : 

For, us he writes, there is no quailing new;(l) 

Because the king is certainly possess’d 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it > 

Wor. Your father’s sickness is a maim to us. 

It will be thought 

By some, that know not why he is away. 

That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 

(1) To j'uair, is to languisli, to sink into dejection. 
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our proceedings kept the earl from hence ; 

This absence of your father’s draws a curtain, (1 ) 
That shows the ignorant a kind of fear(2) 

‘ Before not dreamt of. 

Hot, You strain too far ; 

I, lather, of his absence, make this use $ — 

It lends a lustre, and more great opinion, 

5Harger dare to our great enterprise. 

Than if the earl were here ; for men must think, 

If we, without his help, can make a head 
^ ' '’*yainst the kingdom, with his help, 

’ s U , "n it topsy turvy down-~ 

^ our joints are whole. 

1 * ' ' there is not such a wc 

' ’ erm of fear. 

' Trumpet t^ounds^ i-.i 

Enter Sir Richaru on, and Two Gentlemy 

L.H. 

Hot, My cousin Vernon ! welcome, by my soul. 

Fer, ’Pray heaven, my news be worth a welcoi 
lord. 

The Earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong, 
Is marching hitherwards; with him, Prince John. 

Hot, No harm : what more? 

Ver, And further I have Jearn’d, — 

The king himself in person is set forth, 

Or hitherwards intended speedily, 

^With strong and mighty preparation. 

Hot, He shall be welcome too. Where is his s 
The nimbIe-footed(3) mad-ca{> Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daiF’d the world aside, 

And bid it pass ? 

(1) To draw a curtain had anciently the same meaning as to um 
one has at present* 

(2) Fear, in the present instance, signihes a terrific object. 

(3) Shakspearc seldom bestows his epitaphs at random Stowe 
of the Prince, “ He was passing swift in running, insomuch th 
with two other of his loi^, without hounds, bow, or other en 
would take a wild buck, or doe, in a large park. 
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Ver. All furnish’d, alt in arms : 

All plum'd like estridges, that with the wind(l) 

Bated, (2) like eagles having lately bath’d : 

Glittering in golden coats, like images ;(3) 

As full of spirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer ; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 

1 saw young Harry, with his beaver on, 

His cuisses(4) on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 

Rise from the ground like feather’d Mercury, 

And vaulted with such ease into his seat. 

As if an angel dropt down from the clouds. 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 

' And witch(5) the world with noble horsemanship 

Hot. No more, no more: worse than the sun in 
March, 

This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come; 
They come like sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-ey’d maid of smoky war. 

All hut and bleeding, will we offer them : 

The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit. 

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 

To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh. 

And yet not ours : come, let me take my horse 
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt, 

(1) 1 believe estndges never mount at all, but otaly run l>efore the 
wind, opening tbcir wmgs to receive its assistance in urging them for- 
wdid They are generally hunted on horseback, and the art of the 
hunter is to turn them from the gale, by the help of which they are too 
fleet for the siviftest horse to keep up With tlienis M plum’d hkt r t- 

tdges All dressed like the Friikce himself^ the ^stnefi^fcather being 
the cognizance of the Prince of Wales. 

(2) All birds, aftef bathiitg, (which almost all birds are fond of,) 
spread out tkeir wings to cateh the wind> and flutter violently wirlt 
them in order to diy themselves. This in the falconer's language, 
called hattHgj and by ShakspeaCe, bating with the wind * — It may be 
observed that birds never appear so lively and full of spiiits as luinie 
diately after bathing* 

(3) This alludes to the manner of dressing up images in the Romish 
chui^es on holy-days; when they are bedecked in robes very nobly 
iacJl^d embroidered. 

^Armour for the thighs 
For bewitch, charm. 
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Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales : 

Harry to Harry shall, •^hot horse to horse,— 

Meet, and ne’er part till one drop down a corse. — 

Oh, that Glendower were come ! 

Fer. There is more news ; 

1 team’d in Worcester, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his power these fourteen days. 

‘Doug. That’s the worst tidings that 1 hear of yet. 
fPor, Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound. 
£[ot. What may the king’s whole battle reach unto? 
Pitr. To thirty thousand. 

Hot, Forty let it be : 

^y father and Glendower being both away, < 

The poivers of ns may serra so great a day. 

Come, let «s make a muster speedily : 

Dooms*day is near ] d.’^ all, die merrily. 

(Floutish of Tnm^ts and Drums.) 

[Exeunt, r.h. 

SCENE IL— 2%c Hoad near Coventry. 

Enter Falstafp and Barddlph, l.h. 

Fal. BafdoI[)h, get thee before to Coventry; dll 
me a bottle of sack ; {Oives his flash.) our soldiers 
shall march through ; we’ll to Sutton -Colfield to* 
night. 

Bard. Will you give me money, captain ? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

,1 Fal, An’ it do, take it for thy labour ; and, if it 
make twenty, take them all ; 4’tl answer the coinage. 
Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the town's end. 
Bard. I will, captain : farewell. 

[Exit, R.H. 

Fal. If I be not ashamed of tny soldiers, lama sonced 
gurnet. (1) I have misused 'the king’s press dam- 

■* % 

(1) An appellation of contempt, very fre^inently employed m the 
old comedies. 
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nably, I have got, in exchange of a hundred and fifi; 
soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. 1 press me 
none but good householders, yeomens’ sons: inquire 
me out contracted bachelors, such as had been asked 
twice on the bans ; such a commodity of warm slaves, 
as had as lief hear the devil as a drum ; such as fear 
the repoi’t of a caliver, worse than a struck fowl, or a 
hurt wild duck* I press me none but such toasts and 
butter, (1) with hearts in their bellies no bigger than 
pins’ heads, and they have bought out their services; and 
now my whole charge consists of ancients, corporals, 
lieutenants, gentlemen of companies, slaves as ragged 
as l^azarus in the painted cloth*; and such as, indeed,, 
were never soldiers; but discarded unjust serving-men, 
younger sons to younger brothers, (2) revolted tapsters, 
and ostlers trade-fallen ; the cankers of a calm world, 
and a long peace: and have J, to fill up the 
rooms of them that have bought out their services, 
that you would think, I had a hundred and fifty tat- 
tered prodigals, lately come from swine-keeping, from 
eating draif and husks. A mad fellow met me on the 
way, and told me, I bad unloaded all the gibbets, and 
pressed the dead bodies* No eye hath seen such 
scare-crows. I’ll not march through Coventry with 
them, that’s flat. Nay, and the villains march Wide be- 
twixt the legs, as if they had gyves (3) on; for, indeed, 
I had the most of them out of prison. There’s but a 
shirt and a half in all my company ; and the half shirt 
is two napkins tacked together, and thrown over the 
shoulders, like a herald’s coat without sleeves; and 
the shirt, to say the truth, stolen from my host of^ 
Saint Albans, or the red^ose inn-keen^of Dalntry. (4) 
But that’s all one ; they’ll find linen^^ough on every 
hedge, 

(1) Londoners, and all within the sound of Bow-bell, are in le- 
proaph called Cocknies, and eaters of buttered tpasts, 

(2) Men of desperate fortune and wild adventure 

rS) Shackles. 

(4) Daventry. 
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Enter Princk op Walks, and the Earl op West- 
moreland, L.H. 

P. Hen. How now, blown Jack ’ bow now, 
quilt ? 

JFal. What, Hql? How now, mad wag? what a 
devil thou in Warwickshire ’ My good lord of 
Westmoreland, I cry you mercy ; I thought your ho- 
• nour had already been at Shrewsbury. 

West, ’Faith, Sir John, 'tis more than time that I 
weie there, and you too : but my powers are there 
already. The king, I can tell you, looks for us all ; we 
must away all night. (1) 

Fal. Tut, never fear me ; lam as vigilant as a cat 
to steal cream. 

P. Hen, [ think, to steal cream, indeed ; for thy 
theft hath already made thee butter, fiut tell me. 
Jack, — whose fellows are these that come after ^ 

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. 

P. Hen, I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Fal. Tut, tut j good enough to toss ; (2) food for 
powder, food for powder ; they’ll fill a pit, as well as 
better; tush, man, mortal men, mortal men. 

West, Ay, but. Sir John, methinks, they are exceed- 
ing poor and bare,— too beggarly. 

Fal. 'Faith, for their poverty, — I know not where 
they had that : and for their bareness, — I am sure, they 
never learned that of me. 

P. Hen. No, I’ll be sworn^ unless you call three 
ingers on the ribs, bare. But, sirrah, make baste ; 
'Percy is already in the field, 

Fal What, is the king encamped? 

West. He is. Sir John; 1 fear we shall stay too 
long. [Exeunt the Prince and Westmoreland, r.h. 

Fal. Well, 
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To the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of S. 
feast. 

Fits a dull fighter, and a keen guest. [Exit, r.h. 

SCENE III.— ^no^Aer pari of Hotspur’s Camp. 

{Flourish of trumpets and drams.) 

Enter Hotspur, Earl op Worcbstbr, Sir Richard 
Vernon, Earl of Douglas, ybur Gentlemen, 
two Banners, and twelve Soldiers, r.h. 

Hot. We’ll fight with him to-night. 

Wor. It may not be. 

Bou^. You give him then advantage. 

Ver. Not a whit. '•* 

Hot, Why say you so ? looks he not for supply ? 
Ver. S.o do we. 

Hot. His is oertain, ours is doubtful. 

Wor. Good cousin, be advis’d j stir not to-night. 
Ver. Do not my lord. 

Doug. You do not counsel well. 

You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 

Ver, Do me no slander, Douglas : by my life, ' 
And 1 dare well maintain it with my life. 

If well-respected honour bid me on, 

I hold as little counsel with weak fear. 

As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives 
Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle, 

Which of us fears. • 

Doug. YfA, or to-night. 

Ver. Content. 

Hot. To-night, say I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. I wonder much, 
Being men of such great Jewing as youare,(l) 

That you foresee not wh|||^pediments 


(1) Such conduct, such experience in martial business. 
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l)rag back our expedition : Certain horse 
Of my cousin Vernon's are not yet come up : 

Your uncle Worcester's horse came but to-day; 

‘And now their pride and mettle is asleep, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a horse is half the half of himself, 

_ m. So are the horses of the enemy 
In genevrljourney-bated, and brought low; 

The better part of ours are full of rest. 

V Wor. The number of the king exceedeth ours ; 

For heaven's sake, consi^, stay till all come in* 

• 

{Trumpet sounds a parley.) 

Enter Sir Walter Blunt, two Gentlemen^ and a 
Flag of Truce ^ l.h. idll the Gentlemen of both 

parties take off their hats. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the king, 
If you vouchsafe me hearing and respect. 

Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt : And ’would to 
heaven, 

You were of our determination ! 

Some of us love you well : and even those some 
Envy your great deserving and good name ; 

Because you are not of our quality, (I) 

But stand against us like an enemy. 

Blunt. And heaven defend, but still I should stand 
so, 

So lopg as, out of limit, and true rule, 

Xou stand against anointed majesty ! 

^ ( They put on their hats.) 

But, to my charge.-— The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your piefs ; (2) and whereupon 
You conjure from the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 

(l) Quality f in our author's timei was frequoutly used m the sense 
of fellowship or occupation 
(3) Grievances 



66 KING HENRY IV. 

Audacious cruelty : If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot,— 

Which he confesseth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your griefs ; and, with all speed. 
You shall have your desires, with interest ; 

And pardon absolute for yourself, and these 
Herein misled by your suggestion. ^ 

Hot^ The king is kind ; and, well we k^.^iW, ll 
king 

Knows at what tidie to promise, when to pay. 

My father, and my uncle, and myself 
Hid give him that same royalty he wears : 

And,— when he was not six and twenty strong, 

Sick in the world’s regard, wretched and low, 

A poor unminded out-law sneaking home, — 

My father gave him welcome to the shore ; 

And, — when he heard him swear and vow to heaven. 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster,— 

My father, in kind heart and pity mov’d. 

Swore him assistance, and perform’d it too. 

Now, when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv’d Northumberland did lean to him. 

The more and less (1) came in with cap and knee ; 
Met him in boroughs, cities, villages ; 

Laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their oaths. 

Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow’d him. 

Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 

He presently,— as greatness knows itself,— 

Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor. 

Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg ; 

And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees, 

That lie too heavy on the commonwealth ; 

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over his country’s wrongs ; and by this face. 

This s^ming brow of justice, did he win 


(1) That is, tlie greater and the less 
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The hearts of all that he did angle for. 

Blunt. I came not to hear this. 

Hot. Then to the point 

Tn short time after, he depos’d the king ; 

Soon after that, depriv’d him of his life : 

And, in the neck of that, task’d (1) the whole state : 

'To gtake that worse, suffer’d his kinsman March 
(Who^is,-’’£ every owner were well plac’d. 

Indeed his king,) to be encag’d (2) in Wales, 

There without ransome to lie forfeited : 

Disgrac’d me in my happy victories } 

Sought to entrap me by intelligence j 
Rated my uncle from the council-board ; 

In rage dismiss’d my father from the court; 

Broke oath ou oath, committed wrong on wrong ; 

And in conclusion, drove us to seek out 
This head of safety; (3) and7withall, to pry 
Into his title too, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall 1 return this answer to the king ? 

Hot. Not so. Sir Walter: we’ll withdraw a while. 
Go to the king ; and let there be impawn’d 
Some surety for a safe return again. 

And in the morning early shall my uncle 
Bring him our purposes : and so, farewell. 

lUunt. I would, you would accept of grace and love. 
Hot. And, may so we shall. 

Blunt. ’Pray heaven, you do ! 

(Flourish of trumpets and drums.) 

^Exeunt Sir W. Blunt, Gentlemttn with a Flag of 
Truce, with the Gentleman, l,h.; and Hotspur, 
joith his friends, r.h. 

BND OF ACT IV. 

(1) Taxed} it was once common to employ these words indis- 
crlminately. 

(2) Encag'd signifies delivered as an hostage ; and is again used in 
that sense. Seep 72. n, 2, 

(3) This army, from which I hope for protection. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE \.—>King Henry’s Tent. 

{Flourish of trumpets and drums.) 

King Hbnrv, Pkimcb or Wales, Princk iL/RlT of 
Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt, Sir John Fai- 
STAFF,/o»r OerUlemMt two Standards, and twelve 
Soldiers, dtseovered. 

K. Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer 
Above yon busky (1) hill ! the day looks pale 
At his distemperature. 

P. Hen. The southern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to'uis purposes ; (3) 

And, by his hollow whistling in the leaves. 

Foretells a tempest and a blustering day. 

(ji trumpet sounds a parley.) 

Enter Earl of Worcester, Sir Richard Vernon, 
and a Flag of Tnwe, l.h. 

K. Hen. How now, my lord of Worcester ? ’t is 
not well. 

That you and 1 should meet upon such terms 
As now we meet : You have deceiv’d our trust ; 

And made us do£F our easy robes of peace, 

To crush our old limbs (3) in ungentle steel ■ 

s 

(1) Butky id Woody (.©odyjwf, Pr.) Milton writes the word perhaps 
more properly hoshy* 

(2) That is> to the sun^s^ to that which the sun portends by his un- 
usual appearance.. 

(3) Sliakspeare must have been aware that the king was not at the 
time more than hut years older than he was at the deposition of king 

K chard* And^ indeed) in the next play, he makes him expressly tell 
, then— 

« but eight years since 

Northumberland even to the eyes of Richard 
“ Gave him defiance." 
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Tfcis is not well, my lord, this is not well. 

What say you to ? 

Hear me, my liege 

For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours ; for, I do protest, 

I have not sought the day of this dislike. 

You have not sought it, sir ! Kow comes 
it then ? 

Fal, Rebellion lay in hb way, and he found it. 

P. Hen. Peace, chewet,(l) peace. 

IVor. It pleas’d your majesty, to turn your looks 
Of favour from myself, and all our house : 

And yet I must remember you, my lord, 

We were the first and dearest of your friends. 

For you, my staff of office did 1 break 
In Richard’s time ^ and posii^i day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand, 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing so strong and fortunate as I. 

It was myself, my%rother, and his son 
That brought you home, and boldly did outdare 
The dangers of the time : you swore to us, 

And you did swear that oath at Doncaster, 

That you did nothing purpose ’gainst the stale ; 

Nor claim no further than your new-fall’n right, 

Tlie scat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster : 

To this we sware our aid. But, in short space, 

It rain’d down fortune showering on your head; 

And such a flood of greatness fell on you, — 

J l^hat with our help, what with the absent king,— 
ou took occasion to be quickly woo’d 
o gripe the general sway into your hand ; 
x'orgpt your oath to us at Doncaster } 

And, being fed by us, you us’d us so 
As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo’s bird (1) 

(1) A chewet, or cbuct, is a noisy, chattering bird, a pic. This car- 
ries a proper reproach to Falstaff foi* his and impertinent jest. 

( 2 ) The cuckoo's chicken, who, being hatched and fed by the spar- 
row, in whose nest the cuckoo’s egg was laid, grows in time able to 
devour h^ nurse. 
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Useth the spartbw ; did oppress our nest ; 

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk, 

That even our love durst not come near your sight. 
For fear of swallowing 5 but, with nimble wing 
We were enforced, for safety sake, to fly * 

Out of your sight, and raise this present head, 
Whereby we stand opposM ( 1 ) by such means 
As you yourself have forg’d against yourself ; 

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance,^* 

And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworn to us in your younger enterprise, 
if. Jffen. These things, indeed, you have articu- 
lated, ( 2 ) 

Proclaim’d at market crosses, read in churches, 

To face the*"garment of rebellion 

With some fine colour that may please the eye 

Of fickle changlings, and poor discontents, (3) 

Which gape, and rub the elbow, at the news 
Of hurly-burly innovation ; 

And never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours, to impaint hi#cause ; 

Nor moody beggais, starving for a time (4) 

Of pell mell havock and confusion* 

A Hen. In both our armies there is many a soul 
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter, 

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew,’ 

The Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
Id praise of Henry Percy : % my hopes, — 

This present enterprise set orf his head, — (5) 

1 do not think, a braver gentleman, 

More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds 


We stand Sn opposition to you. 

(2) That is> exhibited in ai tides. 

(3) This is in allusion to oiu- andent fantastic habits, which were 
usually /«cefd or turned up with a colour different from that of which 
^ey were made. Poor dm Ofitents are poor dtsconttnted people^ as \v c 
now say — maltontimts. 

That is, impatiently expecting a time, &c, 

"fj)) 'That is, taken from his account. 
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F^r my part, I may speak it to my shame, 

I have a truant been to chivalry ; 

And so, 1 hear, he dotu account me too : 

Yet this, before my father's majesty, 

I am content that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation ; 

And will, to save the blood on either side, 

Try fortune with him in a single light* 

/f* i/e/2. And, Prince of Wales, so dare we venture 
thee; 

'Albeit considerations infinite 
Do make against it : — No, good Worcester, no; 

We love our people well ; even those we love. 

That are misled upon your cousin's part; 

And, will they take the offer of our grace, 

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again, I’ll be his : 

So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
What he will do : — But, if he will not yield, 

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 

And they shall do their office. So, be gone ; 

We will not now be troubled with reply ; 

We offer fair, take it advisedly. 

[Exeunt IVorcester^ V^etUQUy and Flag, l.h. 
P. Hen, It will not be accepted, on my life : 

The Douglas and the Hotspur, both together, 

Are confident against the world in arms. 

K. Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to his 
charge; 

For, on their answer, will we set on them ; 

And heaven befriend us, as our cause is just ! 

/ [Exeunt the Kingy Prince John^ Sir fF. Blunt y 
Gentlemen and Soldiers y l« h. 

Fah Hal, if thou see me down in the battle, and be- 
strfde me, so : 't is a point of friendship. (1) 

P, Hen. Nothing but a colossqs can do thee that 
friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

(1) In the battle of Agincourt, Henry, when king, did this act of 
friendsihip for his brother the duke of Gloucester, 
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I*aL I would it were bed-time, Hal, aod all well.v 
P. Hen. Why, thou owest heaven a death* 

FaL 'Tis not due yet ; I would be loth lo pay him 
bcffore his day. What need I be so forward with him 
that calls not on me? Well, 'tis no matter: Honour 
pricks me on, Vea ; but how if honour prick me off 
when I come on ? how then ? Can honour set-to a 
leg ? No. Or an arm ? No. Or take aWay the grief of 
a wound ? No. Honour hath no skill in surgery 
then ? No, What is honour ? A word. What is that' 
word, honour ? Air. A trim reckoning ! Who hath it ? 
He that died o* Wednesday, Doth he feel it ? No. 
Doth he hear it ? No. Is it insensible then r V’^ea, to 
the dead. But will it not live with the living ? No. 
Why ? Detraction will not suffer it : therefore Til 
none of it: — Honour is a mere scutcheon ; (1) and so 
ends my catechism. [Esit l.h. 

SCENE ll^^Hoispur's Camp. 

Enter Eabl of Worckstbu, and Sir Richard 
VbIinon, l.ij, 

fFor. O, no; my nephew must not know. Sir 
Richard, 

The liberal kind offer of the king. 

Ver. ’T were l)est, he did. 

TFor. Then are we all undone : 

It is not possible, it cannot be. 

The king should keep his word in loving us ; 

He will suspect us still, and find a time 
To punish this offence in other faults : 

My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot ; 

It hath the excuse of youth, and heat of blood, 

(3) This is rcvy Sue. The reward of brave actions formerly was 
only some hononrable beadVF ^ shiel# of arms bestowed upon 
deservers. But Falstaff baviim 4t8id that honour often came not till 
jfjj^ death, he c^lls it very wudly a ittutcheon, which is the painted 
Hmldry borne in funeral processions ; and by mere scutcheon is in- 
Wuated, that whether alive or dead, honour was but a name. 
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Aftd an adopted name of privilege; — 

A hair-brain*d Hotspur, (1) govern’d by a spleen - 
All his offences live upon my head. 

And on his father’s : we did train him on ; 

And, his corruption being ta’en fVom us. 

We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all : 

Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know. 

In any case, the offer of the king. 

Ver* Deliver what you will : I’ll say, ’tis so. 

Here comes your cousin. 

jBwrcr Hotspur, £arl of Douglas, / our Gmtlemen^ 
two Standards^ and twelve Soldiers, r.h. 

Hof, My uncle is return’d deliver up 
My loid of Westmoreland. (2)— Uncle, what news? 
^or. The king will bid )«u battle presently. 

Doug, Defy him by the lord of Westmoreland. 
Hot, Lord Douglas, then go you and tell him so. 
Doug. Marry, and shall, and very willingly. 

[Exit, R.n. 

Ww , There is no seeming mercy in the king. 

Hot, Did you beg any ? Heaven forbid ! 

TFor, I told him gently of our grievances. 

Of his oath-breaking; which he mended thus~ 

By now forswearing that he is forsworn. 

He calls us rebels, traitors, and will scourge 
With haughty afms this hateful name in us. 

The Prince of Wales stepp’d forth before the king, 
And, nephew, challeng’d you to single fight. 

.Hot, O, ’would the quarrel lay upon our heads ; 
And that no man might dravy short breath to-day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell me, 
jHow^show’d his talking? seenfdit in contempt > 

Ver, No, by my soul ; I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urg’d more modestly ; 

Unless a brother shoitld a brother dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 

(1) The name of Hotspur privilege him from censure 

(2) Deliver as an hostage See p, 67, note 2 

E 
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He gave you all the duties of a man ; 

Trimm’d up your praises with a princely tongue; 

Spoke your deservings like a chronicle. 

Making you ever better than his praise : 

And, which became him like a prince indeed, 

He made a blushing cital (1) of himself ; 

And chid his truant youth with such a grace, 

As if he master’d there (2) a double spirit, 

Of teaching, and of learning, instantly. 

There did he pause ; but let me tell the world, 

If he out-live the envy of this day, 

England did never owe (3) so sweet a hope, 

So much misconstrued in his wantonness. 

Hot. Cousin, I think thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies. 

But, be he as he will, yet once ere night 
I will embrace him with a-soldier’s arm. 

That he shall shrink under my courtesy. 

Earl OF Douglas, r.ei. 

Doug. Arm, gentlemen, to arms ! for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth, 

And Westmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear it ; 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly oh. 

Hot. Arm, arm with speed ! — 

O, gentlemen, the time of life is short ; 

To spend that shortness basely, were (oo long. 

If life did ride upon a dial’s point, 

Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 

And if we live, we live to tread on kings ; 

If die,— brave death, when princes die with us ! 

Enter Rabv, b.h. 

Rab. My lord, prepare ; the king comes on apace. 
Hot. I thank him, that he cuts me from my tale; 
For 1 profess not talking : only this, — 

(1) Recital. (2) Was master of. 

(3) Own. 
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Let each man do his best : and here draw I 
A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 
With the best blood that I can meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day, 

Sound all the lofty instruments of war, 

And by that musick let us all embrace ^ 

For, heaven to earth, (1) some of us never shall 
A second time do such a courtesy. 

( The drums^ trumpetSf ^rc. sound, — They embrace,) 
.Now, — Esperance ! (2) — Percy ! — and set on. 

{Trumpets^ drums^ 4rc0 

[Exeuntj r.h. 


SCENE IIL— TAe Field of Battle near Shretvsbury. 
{AlarUms,) 

Enter Earl of Douglas, r.h. and Sir Walter 
Blunt, l.h. 

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus 
Thou Grossest me ? what honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head ? 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas ; 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus, 

Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Doug. The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bought 
Thy likeness j for, instead of thee, King Harry, ^ 

This sword hath ended him: so shall it thee. 

Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 

Blunt. I was not bom a yielder, thou proud S^t ; 
And thou ^alt find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. 

{Alarums. — They fight. -^Blunt is slain.) 


(1) That is, one may wager heaven to earth. 

(2) This was the word of battle on Percy’s side, and also the mott< 
of the family. 
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Enter Hotspur, l*h. 

Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmedon 
thus, 

1 never had triumph'd upon a Scot. 

Doug., All's done, all's won] here breathless lies 
the king. 

Hot. Where? 

Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas? no, I know this face full well ; 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 
Semblably (1) furnished like the king himself. 

Up, and away] 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. 

{Alarums.) {Exeunt^ r.h. 

4)* 

{Alarums.) 


Enter Falstaff, 

Fal. Tliough I could ’scape shot-free (2) at London, 
1 fear the shot here ; here's no scoring, but upon the 
pate. — Soft ! who art thou ? Sir Walter Blunt : — 
There’s honour for you ! Here’s no vanity ! (3) — 1 'am 
as hot as molten lead, — Heaven keep lead out of me ! I 
need no more weight than mine own bowels. — I have 
led my raggamuffins where they are peppered : there’s 
but three of my hundred and fifty left alive j and they 
are for the town’s end, to beg during life. But who 
comes here ? 


Prince of WALES,tFtfA his sword hrokeut l.h. 

P. Hen, What, stand’st thou idle here ? lend me 
thy sword. 

(1) That is, in resemblance, alike. 

(2) A play upon skot, as it means the part of reckoning, and a mis- 
sive \ve.ipon discharged fntm artiUery. 

Q) The words may me ui, here is real honour, no vanity, or empty 
ifl£arancc. 
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Maay a ooblemaa lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies. 

Whose deaths are unreveng’d: lend me thy sword. 

FaL O Hal, I pr’ythee, give me leave to breathe a 
while. — Turk Gregory (1) never did such deeds in 
arms, as I have done this day. — I have paid Percy, I 
have made him sure. (S) 

P. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee. 

I pr’ythee lend me thy sword. 

Fill. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou gel’st not my 
sword : but, take my pistol, if thou wilt. 

P. Hen. Give it me : what, is it in the case? 

Fal. Ay, Hal ; ’tis hot, ’tis hot ; there's that will 
sack a city. {The Prince draws out a bottle of sack.) 
P. Hen. What, is it a time to jest and dally now ? 

[The Prince throws it at him^ and erit^ x-.h 
Fal. If Percy be alive, Pll pierce him. If he do 
come in my way, so : if he do not,— if I come in his, 
willingly, let hint make a carbonado (3) of me. 1 like 
not such grinning honour as Sir Walter hath: give 
me life ; which if I can save, so; if not, honour comes 
unlooked for, and there’s an end. 

(Alarums.) [Exit, l.h. 

SCENE IV. — Another part of the Field of Battle. 
(Alarums.) 

Enter Prince op Walks, t.H. and Hotspuh, h.h. 

* Hot. If 1 mistake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

, (1) Meaning Gr(*gory the Seventh, called HUdobraad. This fimousj 

friar surmounted almost invincible obstacles to deprive the emperor of 
his right of investiture of bishops, which his predecessors had long at* 
tempted in vain. Fox, in his history, haS' made Gregory so odioim, 
tliat 1 do not doubt but the good Protestants of that time were well 
pleased to liear him thus characteriaed, as uniting the attributes of 
their two great enemies, the Turk and the Tope, in one. 

(2) Sure, has two significations; cfftfnnly disposed of, and saf(. 
Falstaff uses it in the former sonfr^ the Prince replies to it in the 
latter. 

(33 A carbonado is a piece of meat cut cross* wise for the gridiron. 

e3 
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Pi Hen. Thou speak’st as if I would deny my name* 
Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

P. Hen. Why, then I see 
A very valiant rebel of the name. 

I am the Prince of Wales : and think not, Percy, 

To share with me in glory any more j 

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere ; 

Nor can one England brook a double reign. 

Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor shall it, Harry; for the hour is come 
To end the one of us : and would to heaven. 

Thy name in arms were now as great as mine ! 

P. Hen. ril make it greater, ere I part from thee ; 
And all the budding honours on thy ciest 
I’ll crop, to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. 

[They fight.) 


Enter Falstaff, l.0. 

Fill. Well said, Hal! to it, Hal !~Nay, you shall 
find no boy’s play here, I can tell you. 

EnterFiWih of Douglas; uh.v.v,. he strikes at Fal- 
staff, who falls down, as if he were dead. — Exit 
Douglas, R.H.u.B* — Hotspur is wounded, and 
falls. 

Hot. O, Harry, thou hast robb’d me of my 
youth; (1) 

I better brook the loss of brittle life, 

Than those proud titles thou hast won of me ; 

They wound my thoughts, worse than thy sword my, 
flesh 

O, I could prophesy. 

But that the earthy and cold hand of death 
lies on my tongue :-^No, Percy, thou art dust, 
nd food for — {Dies.) 

^1) ShakspQare has choseo to make Hotspur fall by the baud of the 
nticc of Wales ; but there is# 1 believe, no authority for the fact, 
says, Percy was killed by an unknown hand. 
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P. Hen, For worms, brave Percy : fare thee well# 
great heart !— 

111-weav'd ambition, how much art thou shrurik !(1) 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; 

But now, two paces of the vilest earth 

Is room enough ^this earth, that bears thee dead, 

Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven ! 

Thy ignomy(2) sleep with thee in the grave, 

But not remember'd in thy epitaph I— 

{He sees Falstqff on the ground.) 
What ! old acquaintance ! Could not all this flesh 
Keep in a little life ? Poor Jack, farewell ! 

I could have better spar'd a better man. 

O, I should have a heavy miss of thee, 

If I were much in love with 'Vanity. 

Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day ; 

Though many dearer, (3) in this bloody fray 
Emboweird will I see thee bv and by j 
Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie, 

{Trumpets and Drums sound twice,) 

L.H. 

FaL (Rising slowly Emboweird ! if thou embowel 
me to-day, Til give you leave to powder me,f4j and 
eat me too, to-morrow. 'Sblood, 'twas time to coun- 
terfeit, or that hot termagant Scot had paid me scot and 
lot too. Counterfeit? I lie; 1 am no counterfeit : to 
die, is to be a counterfeit 5 for he is but the Counter- 
feit of a man, who hath not the life of a man : but to 
counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be, 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of life 
indeed. The better part of valour is discretion ; in the 
which better part I have saved my life. — I am afraid of 

(1 j A metaphor taken from cloth, which shrinks when it is ill-weaved, 
when its texture is loose. 

(2) So the word ignominy Was forinerly written 

(3) Many of greater value. 

(4) To powder is to salt. 
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this gunpowder, Percy, though he be dead ; how if he 
sliould counterfeit too, and rise ? I am afraid, he would 
prove the better counterfeit : therefore V]\ make him 
sure ; yea, and I’ll swear I killed him. Why may not 
he rise, as well as I ? Nothing confutes me but eyes; 
and nobody sees me s therefore, sirrah, — ( Stabs Hot- 
spur, a new wound in your thigh, come you 
along with me. Hotspur on his back,) 

Eiiter Pbincb of Wales, Prince John of Lancas- 
ter, and Four Soldiers^ l.h. 

P. lien. Come, brother John, full bravely hast thou 
fleshM 

Thy maiden sword. 

P. John, But, soft ! wh^m have we here ? 

Did you not tell me, this fat man was dead ? 

P. Hen, 1 did; I saw him dead, breathless and 
bleeding 

On the ground.— 

Art thou alive? or is it fantasy 

That plays upon our eye-sight ? 'Pr’ythee, speak ; 

We will not trust our eyes, without our ears : 

Thou art not what thou seein^st. 

Fal. No, that's certain; I am nota double man :(1) but 
if 1 be not Jack FalslafF, then am I a 3^c\i.-^{Throws 
the body do? 2 ?n.)— There is Percy. If your father will 
do me any honour, so; if not, let him kill the next 
Percy himself. I look to be either earl or duke, I can 
assure you. 

P, Hen. Why, Percy I killed myself, and saw thee 
dead, 

FaL Didst thou?— Lord, lord, how this world is 
given to lying !— I grant you, I was down, and out of 
breath ; and so was he : but we rose both at an instant, 
and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury clock. If I 
may be believed, so; if not, let them, that should re- 

K 

(1) That is, I am not Falstaffand Percy together, though having 
on my back, 1 seem double. 
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ward valour, bear the sin upon their own heads. Til 
take it upon my death, I gave him this wound in the 
thigh : if the man were alive, and would deny it, I 
would make him eat a piece of my sword. 

P. John, This is the strangest tale that e’er I heard. 
P. Hen, This is the strangest fellow, brother John. 
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 

I’ll gild it with the happiest terms I have. 

{Trumpet sounds a retreat,) 
The trumpet sounds retreat ; the day is ours. 

Come, brother, let’s to the highest of the field. 

To see what friends are living, who are dead. 

[^Exeunt P, Hen, and P. John^ l.h. 
FaL ril follow, as they say, for reward. He that 
rewards me, heaven reward him ! If I do grow great, 
ril grow les^j for I’ll purge, and leave sack, and live 
cleanly, as a nobleman should do. 

{Flourish of drums and trumpets,) 

[Exeunt Falstaflj and Four Soldiers hearing 
Hotspur* s body after him, l.h. 

SCENE Y,^King Henry* s Tent, 

{Flourish of drums and trumpets,) 

King Henry, Prince op Wales, Prince John of 
Lancaster, Earl of WKSTMORErjtND, Gentle^ 
men, and Soldiers, with WoRCKsrER, Vernon, 
and others, Prisoners, discovered* 

K, Hen, Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. — 
Ill-spirited Worcester ! did we not send grace, 

Pardon, and terms of love to all of you ? 

And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary ? 

fFor, What I have done, my safety urg’d me to ; 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 
iST. Hen, Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon 
too: 
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Other offenders we will pause upon.— 

[Exeunt, Ttoo Q^ers, Jrorcester, Vernon, and 
Four Gentlemen, guarded by Six Soldiers, 

L.H. 

Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway, 

Meeting the check of such another da^ : 

And, since this business so far fair(l) is done, 

Let us not leave till all our own be won. 

{Flourish of trumpets and drums.) 

(1) rairly. 


Disposition of the Charexters when the curtain falls. 
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** Compiled from quarto and from folio ; 
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The object of this Work is to collect, in a narrow com- 
pass, and at a moderate expense, the lighter and mure en- 
tertaining parts of literature. Every reader, who has the 
ex[>erience of a few years only, must recollect how much of 
his time has been wasted in unprofitable toil when he only 
sought amusement, in wading through volumes to be at last 
rewarded by a solitary gem, the value of which lias been 
rliminished to nothing by the labour of the acquisition. The 
essence of most volumes might be contained in a nut shell, 
wiiile the huge cap that covers them might make an helmet 
for Goliah. To a hard-headed phlegmatic reader all this 
IS nothing; he travels you through a quarto, much as a 
hack horse goes over his beaten road I but to the light- 
hearted, volatile reader, with whom literature is a luxury, 
who sips up a volume as he sips up his coffee, and is oblig^ 
t;arefully to double down the resting leaf, that he may be 
sure not to read the same page twice over, all this is a most 
serious grievance; to him therefore, we venture to say, 
that the Flowers of Literature will prove a pleasant com- 
}5anion, and one whose monthly visitation will be as wel- 
come to him as if it brought May-day along with it. He 
will find in it what he most desires, amusement without toil, 
and* will travel over the world of literature, as the reader of 
Cooke’s Voyages makes a girdle round the globe while 
sitting in his elbow chair. That our little volume is neither 
over wise nor learned, is precisely its greatest merit. There 
are hours in which even gravity is glad to relax, and our book 
pretends only to fill up such hours, when the brain is weary, 
the temper is clouded, and the head would ache at the bare 
idea of encountering a solid quarto. Who, however gifted 
he may be, has not his hours of trifling, when a grave 
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didactic companion, with his folios of sense and learning, is 
an intolerable nuisance? Who at such times, would not give 
the world to exchange his grave friend for some light-hearted 
coxcomb, who is all whim and gaiety, and who if he talks 
nonsense, at least talks agreeable nonsense? Just such a 
friend is, or would be, oui\ purposed work ; a com|>anion 
that may be taken up or laid down at any time without the 
necessity of doubling down the corners ; a friend that one 
would wish to have when whirling along in a chaise upon a 
road, when nothing is new from the mile-stone to the sign-post. 

If moreover, the reader should cliance to be a saving man, 
and these are saving times, — he will have reason to rejoice at 
the cheapness of this publication, w^hich makes as moderate 
a demand on his purse as it does upon his patience. The 
work will appear in monthly numbers, at the moderate price 
of Om Shilling each, and six of such numbers will form a 
Volume, to be ornamented with an elegant Engraving, illus- 
trative of its most interesting subject. A new type is cast 
cx[)ressly for this w'ork, whifii in form will be a fac-simile of 
Ojrln>rr)js New English Drama; it is calculated that each 
Number w ill contain nearly Seventy Pages, closely printed 
upon fine paper, hot pressed. The Original articles will be 
written by gentlemen of acknowledged literary talent ; 
Anecdote's will be collected from the wide circle of English, 
French, and Italian literature ; and the Editor presumes to 
hope that the work will in no instance belie the promise'' 
held c»ut to the public in the prospectus. 

The Sixth Number, which completes the First Volume, 
contains a beautiful engraving of Mr. Kean, and the first part 
of his Memoirs, which are concluded in the Second Vo- 
lume. In this biography will be found the only authentic 
account of the Wolfe Chb and the dispute with Mr. Bucke. 

The Second Volume is embellish^ with a Portrait of Ed- 
ward Lord Herbert of Cherbury* 

In the Press ^ and speedily will he Published, by Simpkin 
and Marshall, Stotioners^^ourt, Ludgate-street ; and 
may be had of all Booksellers, a New Edition, being the 
Fifth, embellished with a Portrait of the Author, of 
An APOLOGY for the LIFE of COLLEY CIBBER, 
CoMEDiAiv ; containing an Historical View of the Stage in his 
own time. Biographical Sketches, and many curious Anec- 
dotes of the great Actors with whom he was connected. 
Written by Himself, and now enlarged with more than Two 
l^i^dred Explanatory Notes, a Preface, and an Index, 

By Edmund Bellchambers. 
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EVADNE. 


Tlic plot ot this piece is borrowed in a •jrcMt ineasojc fioiii “ Tut 
liaytor,”* a tr»ii*cily by Shirley, one of the last, fchoiijrh l>\ no means 
the least, ol our old English dramatists. This excellent school ha" 
been altogether too much slighted; but Shirley has met ^vith a 
more than usual portion ot neglect, and even Mr. Lamb, though othei 
wise a judicious critic, speaks of hiiiijin no very favcuirable terms. — 
“ Shirley,” he observes, “ elaiiiis a place amongst the worthies ut this 
period, not so much for any transceridant genius in himself, as that Ik 
was the last ol a great rac«‘, all ol whom spoke nearly the same lan- 
gii ige, and had a set of moral feelings and actions in common.” — Few 
will concur in this e-ttiniate of Shirley’s genius ; but indeed the whole 
^pote is not written with the usual judgment of this elegant and rucom 
plisbed scholar ; no doubt these poets had “a set of moral teel- 
ings and notions in ('oniinon for, however men may dittei ut 
the prixctice of morality, there can he no variance of opinion as to 
what constitiiti’s moral obligation ; and in regard to the old dram.itists 
speaking nearly the same language, the assertion is perhaps mure 
trite than true : the style of Ben Jonson, for instance, is no more like 
that of Ford, than the style of iEschylus is like that of Euripides , 
hoW could it be when their minds were so diffeiently ronsutuied — a 
difference that is sufhcicntly pointed out by the choice <»1 tlieir 


S.^'jilJCtS ? 

l^ldloo seems not to have formed a fair estimate of Shu ley’s 
genius ; h^ias omitted some scenes of iinqiieationahle excellence, uul 


* This play though often attributed to Shirley is nothing iiioie th, n 
an alteration by him from the work of Riverh, and tlie*»H(jmy of the 
piay, bearing date 1G92, has the name of Rivers on the t^^jC-pagu . 
There is an edition aj early as IGda, according to the BuiP^jdiu 
, Dramutica. 
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has often only taken the ideas of the old dramatist, vhen he had bet- 
ter have gfiven them in their original language . let iiiy one compare 
the following extracts, and judge how much the old poet has lost by 
the alteration • 

Jlut when you're laid within your sepulchre, 

\nd rot most honourably, then I fear me 
A lesser shame will not befall your house 
For all the graven marbles on your tomb ' 

Your Sister 

Kvadne, p. 49 

— — po, practise immortality. 

And ere thy body hath three days inliabitcd 
A melancholly chamber in the earth, 

This sister shall be ravish'd, 

Maugre thy dust and heraldry. 

Traytor, Act L p» 45, 4fo. Ed 1692. 
LuiL Do not waste in idle wrath — 

Col, My fathers ! do you hear it in the tomb ? 

Do not your mouldering remnants of tlie earth 
Feel horrid animation in the grave. 

And strive to burst the ponderous sepulchre. 

And throw it off ? ■ — — 

Ki'udnf, p, 45 

Lo, Then I’m sorry. 

Sci. Why should you be sorrv, sir ? 

You say it is my sister he would strumpet ; 

Mine — Amidca ? — 'Tis a wound you feel not ; 

But it strikes through, and through the poor Seiarrah. 

I do not think, but all the ashes of 

My ancestors do swell in their dark urncs 

At this report, of shame. ^ 

It is their cause as well as mine, and should 
Heaven suffer the Duke’s sin to pass unpunish’d, 

Their dust must, of necessity, conspire 
To make an earthquake in the temple. 

Tray tor y Act 11, 10. 

In ' A fable, the modern play has decidedly the advantage, though it 
no single scene that can compete with the old dramatist ; the** 
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table* of Lvadnc is more compart than that of the Tr.iytor, and itfc 
different characters are more essentially connected with each other; 
but. At the same time, its catastrophe is feebleness itself when com- 
pared with the powerful winding up of the original story. 

(If the languat*e of Evadne, much may be said in praise, and little 
in rensuie ; it is lor the most part pleasing, yet sometimes it affords 
passages too luucb in the vein of Hieronymo and T.iiiibuvlainc ; foi 


example ; — 

Hath any thing befallen that should have blown 
On the red iron of thy heated wrath, 

\ud steeped thee back to meekness ? — 

— flc triunbles ' he relents ' 

1 read it in the glimmering of his fdcc.— — 

Thou art all made of blood, aiirl to the sun 
\rf grown delesUhle. 

Some daemon paints it on the colour’d air. 

-I have gaz’d upon it. 

In hope that with the glaring of mine eyes 
I might burn out the false and treacherous word; 
But still 'tis there. — No more — else it will turn 
My brain to a red furnace, 


Pag* '^lO. 


Pasre 'iB. 

Pugi. 41. 
Pag* 2 ,. 


Pugi If). 

The faults of this, kind are, however, too few to detratt from the 
treucral merit of the play, which, though not of the fn&t ordei , is 
oii'idenlly the work of a scholar and a man of talent. 
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PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN BY CHARLES PHILLIPS. ESQ. 

SPOKEN BY MR. EGERTON 


When erst in Edcn^si solitary bowers. 

The primal Man beheld his world of flowers, 
niemal sunshine tinged the glorious sky. 
Alternate beauties wooed his wandering eye ; 
While infant Love, waving its^odorous wing, 
Woke the wild spirit of the breathing Spring. 

Vet still through Paradise he restless strayed. 

Its bower was songless, and its sun was shade ; 
E’en as the Bard of Albany* has sung. 

In strains that live for age, and yet are yopng. 
Creation bloom’d, a decorated wild,— 

U was not Paradise — till Woman smiled. 

Fair on his view the Paragon arose. 

Source of his bliss, and solace of his woes. 

By bounteous Heaven ordain’d to sooth his fall, 
And sole survive, a recompense for all. 

Who has not felt her chaste and charmed power 
Beguile his sad, and raise his raptur’d hour ? 

If such there be — Oh ! let him bend his sight 
Far from the hallowed vision of to-night. 
To-iyght, our Bard, in lovely ii^oman’B cause, 
Tv^^e from manly bosoms asks applause ; 

^ JVom British bosoms asks, without a fear. 
Assured that such a cause is sacred here. 


Albany was the ancient name of Scotland. — C ampbell. 
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\n.fl you, yc fair^ see young” Evadne pr^ve 
Her vestal honour, and her plighted love , 

See her, the light and joy of every eye. 

Veil all her charms in spotless chastity ; 

And, 'mid the fires and phantasies of youth, 

Tui ii strong temptations to the can've of truth * 

IJdi * may each maid Evadnt' ^ virtue share, 

Witli heart as faithful though with form less fair 
\oii, too, who hope ambition’s height to climb, 
Tr>iling to foitune through the maze of crime. 
Behold, as in the daring fool of Crete ” 

Of such design, the lesson, and the fate 
Behold the wing that lifts it to the skies 
Melt m the sun to which it sought to rise. 

Such IS the strain by which the moral bard 
Seeks from a mor.aljpeople his reward 
Seeks in simplicity, without one aid 
Froui scenic pomp, or pastcboaid cavalcade 
Britons, be just, and as our “ Statue” stands, 
Liike Mrivi son’s image from its master’s hands. 
With one bright ray illume the sculptured toil. 
And bid it breathe — the creature of your smile 
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OR, THE STATUE, 


ACT I. 


SCENE I . — The Palace of the King of Naples. 

The King, Spalatro, and ten Courtiers^ two Ban- 
and six Guards^ discovered. 

Iking. Didst say the Marquis of Colonna prays 
Admission to our presence ? 

Spal. Aye, my liege. 

He stands in the anti- chamber, with a brow 
As stern as e^er was knitted in the folds 
Of rancVous discontent. 

King. I have noted oft (Comes forward.) 

His absence from the court, the which I deem 
His envy of our true Ludovico. 

§pal. Deem it no little benefit, my liege 5 
Wis deap and murky smile, his gather’d arms, 
l^tcUose close pride he folds himself — his raw 
And pithy apothegms of scorn have made him 
Our laugnter and our hatred ; we are all 
Grown weary of this new Diogenes, 

Who rolls his hard and new philosophy 
Against all innocent usage of the court. 
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King. We must not bid him hence^he has a’ 
sister— 

Spal. The fair Evadne 1— 

King. Fairer than the morn ; 

Who has hot seen her, knows of beauty less 
Than blind men of Aurora^ For her sake 
We give him ample scope^ and we are glad 
He comes to visit us. 

Col. {fPlthoutih.B.) ril hear no more. 

Colonna does not often importune 

With his unwelcome presence. Let me pass— 

For once I must be heard. 

Enter Two Courtiers and Colonna, l.h. 

My liege ! — 

1st Court. Hold baek ! 

W hat right hast thou to rush before the sight 
Of sacred royalty ? 

Col. The right that all 

Good subjects ought to have— tp do him service. 

My liege — ( Courtiers retire l.h. and Spalai. a c^^es 
behind to r.h.^ 

King. You are welcome — 

And would you had brought your lovely sister too- 
Col. My sister, did you say? My sister, sir? 

She is not fit for courts ; she would be called 
(For she has something left of nature still) 

A simple creature here ; 

She is not fit for courts, and I have hope 
She never will ; but let it pass^ — I come 
To implore a favour of yam 
King. Whatsoe’er 

Colonna prays, sure cannot be refus’d. 

Col. The favour that I ask is one, my liege, 

That princes often find it hard to grant. 

’l^slimply this— that you will hear the truth. 
yJKwg*. Proceed, and play the monitor, my lord. 

see your couniers here do stand amassed. 
|£/hem I first would speak— There ia not one 
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Of ibis wide*troop of glittering parasites, 

That circle you, but in soul 

Jk^your base foe. These smilers here, my liege," 

^ese sweet melodious flatterers, my liegey*** 

That flourish on the flexibility 
Of their soft countenances,— are the vermin 
That haunt a prince’s ear with the false buzz 
Of villanous assentation.— These arc they 
Who from your mind have flouted every thought 
Of the great weal of the people. These are they 
Who from your ears have shut the public cry, 

And with the poisoned gales of flattery 
Create around you a foul atmosphere 
'Of unresounding denseness, thro’ the which 
Their loud complaints cannot reverberate, 

And perish ere they reach you. 

King. Who complains, — 

Who dares complain of us ? 

Col. All dare complain 
Behind you — I before you. Do not think 
Because yoiUoad your people with the weight 
possess the camel’a patience, 
groan labours in the nation’s heart ; 

The very calm and stillness of the day 
Gives augury of the earthquake. All without 
Is as the marble smooth, and all within 
Is rotten as the carcase it contains ; 

Who’ ruin knock not at the palace-gate, 

^et will the palace-gate unfold itself 
.To ruin’s felt-shod tread. 

King. {Aside.) Insolt^ut villain ! 

CoL Your gorgeous baut|uet8"your luoiuiries— your 
. pomps, 

V our pa laces, and all the sumptbousness 
Orjiamted royalty will melt away, ‘ 

As in a, theatre glittering scene 
Doth vanish with tte shifter’s magic hand. 

And the mock pageant perishes# My liege, 

A single .virtuous acrion hath more worth 
Than all the pyramids, and glory writes 

bS 
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A more enduring epitaph upon 

One generpus deed, than the sarcophagus 

In which Sesostris meant to sleep. 

Spah Warning forwards) Forbear! 

It is a snippet’s duty to ari^est' 

Thy rash htaspnemous speech. 

King* Let him speak on— 

The monarch who can listen to Colonna, 

Is not the worthless tyrant he would make me. 

(Spalatro retires.) 

Col. I deem not you that tyrant— if I did— 

No!— Nature framing you, did kindly mean, 

And o’er your heart hath sprinkled many drops 
Of her best charities. But you are led 
From virtue and from wisdom far away, 

By men whose every look’s a lie— whose hearts 
Are a large heap of cankers, and of whom 
The chief is a rank traitor ! 

King. Traitor ! whom meanest thou ? 

Col. Your favourite, youlr minister, my liege. 

That smooth-faced hypocrite— that— 

King. Here he comes f 

Col. It is the traitor’s self — I am glad of it, 

That to his face I may confront. — 

Enter Ludovico, r.h.— A e advances rapidly to the 
hing. 


Lud. My liege, 

1 hasten to your presence, to inform you— 

Colonna here ! ( Starting.) 

CoL Th<i satne— C oIoupA^ here ! 

And if y<j|U IVish to learti i^ti tb^me of speech, 

Learn that h« spoke of treason and of you. 

Lud. l)id I not stand before the hallowed eye 
Of majesty, 1 would teach thee with my sword , 

How to reform thy phrase— But I am now 
lujmy Ipng’s presence, and with awe<^struck soul, 
^IPIfvrithin religion’s peaceful shrine, 

||j)inbly I bend before him* What, my liege, 
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Hath this professor of austerity, 
l^d practiser of slander, uttered 
^Kainst your servant’s honour? 

^^King. He hath called you— * 

CoL A traitor 1 and 1 warn you to bewa^re 
Of the false viper nurtured in your heact. 

He has filled the city with a band of men. 

By fell allegiance sworn unto himself* 

There are a thousand ruffians at his word 
Prepared to cut our throats. - The city swarms 
With murderers’ faces, and tho’ treason now 
Moves like a muified dwarf, ’twill speedily 
Swell to a blood-robed giant !— If my liege, 

What I have said doth not unfilm your eye, 

^Twere vain to tell you more. 

1 have said, my liege, « 

And tried to interrupt security 
Upon her purple cushion-— he, perhaps, 

Will find some drowsy syrup to lay down 
Her openir^ eye-lids into sleep again, 

And ^ back slumber with a lullaby 
("^^weetest adulation.— Fare you well I ^ 

^ Lud. Hold back ! 

CoL Not for your summons, my good lord 
The courtly air doth not agree with me, 

And I respire it painfully. My lord, 

Hear my last words — ^Beware, Ludovico ! 

Lud. Villain, come back ! 

CoL I wear a sword, my lord. \ExiL i-h. 

Lud. He flies before me— and the sig^ht of him 
He dares acuwse, came mornirfesiSUa 

pn the night-walking hpemi ^ mankir®, 

That shrinks before the'aay-1^hl~yes, he fled, 
would straight pursue mm, and send back,* 

On my sword’s point, his falsehoods to his heart — 

But that I here before the assembled.court 
Would vindicate myself — a traitor !■— who 
In any action of Ludovico 
Finds echo to that word ? 

b3 
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King. I eannot think 
Thou hast ntpaid me with inmtitude. 

Ltt^. I dp QQt love to mak» a boisterous boast 
Of my pm sendees, and snanhal forth 
In glittering nrray the benefit 
That I have done my sovereign— what I did 
Was but my duty. Yet would 1 inquire 
If he who has fought your battles, and hath made 
A very thrall of victory— who oft 
Has back to Naples from the field of fight, 

Led your triumphant armies,— 

He whose hand 

Hath lined the oppressive diadem with down. 

And ta’en its pressure from the golden round— 

If he whose cheek hath at the midnight lamp 
Grown pale with study of his prince’s weal 
Is like to be a traitor!— iriio, myli^, 

Hath often like the daylight’s god transpierced 
The hydra-headed monster of rebellion, 

And streched it bleeding at your feet! who oft 
Hath from the infuriate people ezordsed 
The talking dsemoii, ** Ub^rtg” and choaked 
The voice of clamorous demagogues !— I dare 
To tell you 'twas Ludovico 1 

King. It was> 

Lud. Who calls me traitor! He whose breath doth 
taint 

Whate’er it blows upon— he— 

But ask yourself, my lord, if I be mad ! 

For were I ti)at» that he wntud make Ludovico, 

The cells ^ pcaffold’s plapk, 

Would beat Ipeem aqr In your love 

My fortiinea grow and flanrian unto heaven ; 

And I shoaJdwin by treason but the load 
Of the world’s exeeration, while the fierce 
And ravenous vulture of remorse would tear 
The vitals of my soul, and make my heart 
Its black immortal banquet 1 1 a traitor 1 
At fimt; 1 only meant to scorn. But now. 
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The bursting passion hath o'ermastered me, 

And my voice choaks in anguish 1 Oh, my liege, 
Your giving audience to this rUncourons a}|is. 

Who envies me the greatness of your smile, ^ 

Hath done me wrong, and Stabs me thrO’aiTO tbro’. 

A traitor !— your Ludovico ! 

King. My lord. 

Lud. {^Kneels ) Here is my heart ! If you have any 
mercy, ♦ 

Strike thro’ that heart, and as the'blood flows forth, 
Drown your suspicions in the purple stream. 

King. Arise, Ludovico, and do not think 
I have harboured in my breast a sin||^ thought 
That could dishonour thee. 

(Raises and endraces Aim.) 
LudC. My royal master 1 
The power of gratitude mounts from my heart, 

And rushes to mine eyes, that are too apt 
To play the woman with me. See, they are falling-^ 
Oh ' let them not profane your sacred cheek, 
But^^athjslny prince's feet. 
yur tig, Ludovko, 

We have wrong’d thee, tidt by doubt. 

But by our sufferance of Cotonna's dtU'ing^ 

Whom from my sight into the duOgeon’s depth 
I had flung, but that I hope^Let us apart^ 

(Draws iMdxwko aside in fronts 
But that I hope, Ludovico, that yet 
1 may possess me of his sister’s charms. 

Lud. There you tUwe struck upon the indibstapring 
Of all Coloima’s hate $ forjtr'obedieaee 
To your high will, I bamm|ii|iade V^ptAf 
Your pleasure’s mihisCkr, #4 |fo her tHa 
JJjere your proffered love, Umich he disooveting 
Math tried to root me from my prince’s heart— 

King. Where tfaoU shalt ever flourish 1 But, Lu> 
dOVico, 

But thou hast told her!— Is there hope, my friend? 
Lud. She shall be yours— nay, mote— and well you 
know 


B4 
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That you may trust your servant — not alone 
Colonna’s lovely sister shall be yours ; 

But, marlt^y speech, Colonna's self shall draw 
The cha$j^ white curtains irom her virgln<bed. 

And lead ybii to her arms t 
King. What i her fierce brother 
Yield his consent ? 

Lud. Inquire not how, my liege, 

I would accomplish tWs — trust to my pledge — 

This very night. 

Kinsf. To-night ! Am I so near 
To heaven, Ludovico? 

lAid. You are,^y liege. 

To-night upon the breast of paradise 
You shall most soundly sleep. inside.) 

King. My ^thful friend 1 ^ 

And dost thou say, Coloena will himself ? 

Lud. Colonna’s self shall bear her to your arms, 
And bid her on to dalliance. 

King. Oh, my friend. 

Thou art the truest servant that e’er yet 
Tended his sovereign's wish : but dost not feaf. 

Her purposed marriage with Vicentio 
May make some obstacle ? 

iMd. I have recalled him 
From Florence, whither as ambassador. 

In honourable exile he was sent. 

King. Recalled him ! ’Twas to interrupt his love 
That he was sent. 

Lud. My projects need his poming. 

For I intend to make Vilo^o 
All ibstrumeijit to crown yoiT^'ttb her charms I 
King. How shall 1 bless tl^e^my Ludovico ? 

Dost thou think ' , 

'Tis strange I pine for her — ^but why inquire 
Of thee, who once wert kindled by her charms, 

Znid, My lie^ 1 ^ \A little disturbed.) 

‘.ik King. She did prefer Vicentio. 

Lu^. She shall prefer ,^u to Vicentio. 

King. My dear Ludotnco, within my soul 
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More closely will I wear thee !— 

Tell her we'll shower all honour on her head. 

And here, Ludovico, to testify 
That we have given ourselves, bear to her heart 
This image of her king I * 

L/ud. 1 am in all your servant. 

Kmg. My Ludovico, 

We never can reward thee ! Come, my friends, 

{Crosses to r.h.) 

Let’s to some fresh*imagined sport, and wile 
The languid hours in some device of joy. 

To help along the lazy flight of time. 

And quicken him with pleasure. My Ludovico ! 
Remember ! 

[^Exeunt King and ten of the Courti&i's, r.h. 
Banners and Guards, r.h.u.b. ; Spalatro, and 
four other Conspiratdrs remain behind toith 
Ludovico. 

Lud, He is gone, 

And my unloosened spirit dares arain 
T<i'hj'avv< within my bosom I— -On, Colonna, 
an usurious vengeance 1*11 repay thee. 

And cure the talking devil in thy todgue ! 

(To Spalatro .) — Give me thy hand, and let thy pulse 
again 

Beat with a temperate and healthful motion, 

Of full security. We are safe, my friends. 

And in the genius of Ludovico, 

An enterprise shall triumph. 

. Spal. We began to trem^p^hen you entered — but 
full soon ^ 

With admiration m jl^du trehd 

Secure the steeps oHmn, and preserve os. 

•Lud. That damn’d Coloanal—- by the glorious star 
Of my nativity, I do not bum 
Fdr empire, with a more infuriate thirst, 

Than for revenge I 

djjpa/. My poniard’s at your service. 

(PSrst and Second Co^^irtdars half ^hram their 
daggers.) 

b5 
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Lvd. Not for the world) my friends I 
I’ll turn my vengeance to utility, 

And must economize my hate— Whom think you 
Have I marked out assassin of the king ? 

S<pcd. Piero, perchance-^he strikes the poniard 
deep. 

Lud. A better hand at it. 

Sped Bartolo, then— 

He pashes the stUetto to the heartt 

Lmd. No! 

Spal. Then yoursdf will underti^ the deed. 

Lud. That were against all wisdom— No, my 
friends, 

Colonna — 

Sped. What, Colonna 1— he that now 
Accused you here ? 

iMd. Oolonaa 1— ' 

Spal. ’Tis impossible I— 

From his great father he inherited 
A sort of passion in his loyahy r 
In him it mounts to folly. 

Lud. YetSpalatro, 

I’ll make a mnideier of him-^know you not 
He has a shter i 

Spal. Yes, the fair Evadne, 

You once did lore yourself. 

Lud. There thou hast touched me. 

And I am weak enough to htve her yet, 

If that indeed be love that doth oooentte me ; 

It is a sort of monster shsmy heart, 

Made up of horrid contrafKd^ I 

She scorns me for that asROnofM^iceAtip— 

Not only dotti he thwart me ia tiiy'’fovei. 

But, wdl I know bis Infoaenoe in the state 
Would, when the king is sesit to paradise, 

Be cast between me and <the.tihinnm— he dies !«^ 
Colonna too shall perish, and the crown 
Shall with.£vad(ie’e love he mine. 
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Officss^ ub. 


How now ? 

Officer. My lord, the lady Olivia 
Waits on your highness. 

Lud. I desired her here. 

And straight I will attend her. [Bmt Officer^ l.h« 
With a straw 

A town may be consumed, and I employ 
This woman’s passion for Vicentio, 

As I would use a poison’d pin, to kilK 
Spal. She long hath lov’d Vicentio. 
hud. He sliall wed lier-^ 

And from the hand of Hymen, death shall snatch 
The nuptial torch, and use ii for his own 1 
I haste me to bet prcsencCi 

(Takes out the King'^ piciute.) Come ! fair bauble, 
Thou noiy must be employed* flTo Do^t 

thou not think, 

Jl'-vn in this image, that he bears the soft 
And wanton aspect with the which he bid me 
To cater for his villanous Mpfetite— 

And with what luxury ?-<—JEvadne’S charms 
Evadne that I love ?— 

Spat. But, didst thou 
Thyself evoke that passton In his breast i 
hud. I did, ’til wue^but fof mine own success. 

I hate him !— 

There is the very fhoe "iri|3!i{^liich be first 
Pour’d his unholy |h mine 
Hal dost thou will turn 

, Tln)se glittering eyes, where love doth noW inhabit, 
To two dark hollow ^aeOa, for death ^ 

To keep his moulderW state in* 

He dares to hope that i will maim myself 
The wren^ed oSicer of his lesirOs, 

|md smooth the bed for his lascivious pleasures*-** 

B 6 
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But I full soon will |£ach his royalty. 

The beds 1 make are lasting ones, and lie 

In the dark chambers of eternity! [Exeunt, l.h. 

BND OF *ACT 1. 




ACT II. 

SCENE I . — A Jtoom in t/te Palace* 

Enter Olivia and Lnnovico, r.h. 

Lud. Dispose of it as^l instructed you ; 

{Giving her the king’s picture.) 
You know that 1 have pledged myself to j||^ 
Vicentio yours. To-day yoursdf have gmlF 
The means to turn that promise into deed. 

OKv. My own heart 
Tells me, ’tis a bad office 1 have ta'en $ 

But this unhappy passion drives me on. 

And makes my soul your thrall— Thus I have crept 
Obedient to your counsels, meanly crept 
Into Evadne’s soft, and trusting heart, 

And coiled myself around her— Thus, my lord, 

Have I obtained the j^age of amorous sighs 
That you enjoined meVisecttrc — I own 
’Twas a false deed, but flbi^one too far 
To seek retrca^ and will ob^^*y|W still. . 

Lud. And I will crown yo^ passion with the 
flowers 

Of Hymen'sl yellow mrland-ftYlist me, Olivia, 

That once dissevered finom Svadne’s love. 

He will soon be taught to’prize your nobler frame, 
And more enkindled bettuty—^ Well, ’tis known 
Ere he beheld the sorcerm 
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He deemed you fairest of created things, 

And would have proffered love, had not — 

Oliv. I pray you, 

With gems of flattery do not disturb 
The fount of bitterness mthin my soul ; — ■ 

For dropped tho’ ne’er so nicely, they but stir 
The poisoned waters as they fall. — I have said 
I will obey you. 

Lud. With this innocent page 
Will I light up a fire within Vicentio, — 

But you must keep it flaming ; — I have ta'en 
Apt means to drive him into jealousy. 

By scattering rumours (which have reached his ear) 
Before he comes to Naples,— e'en in Florence 
Have 1 prepared Us soft and yielding mind 
To take the seal that I would fix upon it. 

I do expect him with the fiedting hour, — 

For, to my presence he must come to bear 
His embass/s commission, and be sure 
He leaves me with a poison in his heart, 

Ev&vine’s lips shall never suck away. 

Oliv. Then will I hence, and if '[tis possible. 
Your bidding shall be done. — Vicentio ! 

Enter Vicentio, r.h. 


yic. Hail to my lord ! 

Liid. Welcome, Vicentio L 
1 have not clasp’d youT many a day ! 

Welcome from Floremtti. In your absence, sir. 
Time seemed to hagpnost hia feathers. 

Vic, It was kin 

T8 waste a thought upon me. — ^Fair Olivia, 

Rorence hath dimmed mine eyes, or I must else 
Have seen a suo*beam sooner.— (Crosses to centre,)- 
B^wr Olivia, / 

How daesyour lovely lriei)id} 

02tt>. What friend, my lord ? 

Vic. I trust nough t etdl hath befallen Evadne, 
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That you should fei^n to understand me not 
How does my beautiful and plighted lore I 

Oliv. How doe^ she, sir? I pray you, my good lord 
To ask such tender question of the kiagt l,h. 

Vic. What meant she Iw the king ? {Aside.) 

Lud, You seem, Vicente, 

O’ershadowed with reflectiom«*shouh} you 
Not have used some soft detaining phrase to one. 

Who should at least be pitied ? 

Vic. 1 came here 

To re-deliver to your hands, my hard. 

The high commission of mine embassy, 

That long delayed my marriage>. You, 1 deem 
My creditor, in having used your sway 
In my recall to Naples. 

Lud, In return for such small service, 

I hope ' 

That you will not forget Ludovico, 

When in the troop thronging worshippers, 

A.t distance you behold his stooping plume 
Bend in humility, 

Vic, What means my lord ? 

Lud. Act not this ignoranc«^>-yotlr glorious fortune 
Hath filled (he common mouth-— 


ITour image stands already in the mart 
Of pictured ridicule. — Come, do not wear 


The look of studied wonderment — you know 
Howe’er 1 stand upon the highest place 
In the king’s favour, t(^t you will full soon 


^^lant the poor Ludovi^ 
Vic. J am no <Edipus.^* 
Ludt You would have me 
Vicentio, 


in simpler phrase ; 


ITou are to be the fkvourite of (he king. 
Vict The fovourite bf (be king 1 
Lid. Certes^ Vicentio. 


[n our Italiajn courts, the gen<rous husband 
[leceives bis monarclrs reoempil^miag smile, 
rhat with alchymic power, can tom the mass 
0 ^1 1 opprebrious shame, to ona brittht heap 
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Of honour and eroolutnent* 
bid you joy, my lord— how is this ? 

Do you not yet conceive me ? Know you not 
Vou are to wed the mistros of the king ? 

Colonna's sister— aye, I J?ave said it, sir,— 

Now, do you understand me} 

Vic, Villain, thou liest 1 
Lud. What} are you not to marry her ? 

Vic. Thou liest j 

Tho’ thou wert ten times what thou art alreatly, 

Not all the laurels heaped upon thy head 
Should save thee from the lightnings of my wrath ! 

Lud. If it were my will. 

The movement of my hand should beckon death 
To thy presumption. But i have proved too oft 
I bore a fearless heart, to think you dare 
To call me coward— and I aA too wise 
To think I can revenge tm injury 
By giving you my life, fiat 1 compassionate. 

Nay, I ha'>e learned to esteem thee fora wrath. 

That speaks thy noble nature. 

Fare thee welll t (Crosses /o l,h.) 

Thy pulse is now too ferverod for tlfo cure 
1 honestly intended— yet, before 
1 part, here take this satisfyiflg proof 
Of what a woman’s made oil {Gives Mm a letter.) 

Vic. It is her character I 
Hast thou shed pimeplior on the^innocent ps^e, 

That it has taraira <0 fiK i 


Lud. Thou liMt thy fate. 

Vic. ’Tis signed, “Ej^ne.'* 

Lud. Yes, it is— foSe^U 

Vic. For heavejjm 8i^e,heMiiie.— Stay.— Oh, per- 

• don me ^ 

For the rash utterance of afoaoBc fOai|M»- 
Speak I in mercy spe^ 1 


Lud. I will, 
In merouspeakt 


4 indeed. 


7hat fervuTgeneiosity 
Met I behold withiij 


>4a anatcyto 
hawt 
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Vic, From whom is this ? 

Lud. From whom f look there I 
Vic. Evadne ! 

£,ud. 'Tis written to the king and to my hand. 

For he is proud of it, as if it ^ere 
A banner of high victory, he bore it, 

To evidence his valour.— It is grown 
His cup-theme now, and yourEvadne’s name 
Is lisped with all the insolence on his tongue 
Of satiated triumph— he exclaims— 

The poor Vicentio ! 

Vic. The poor Vicentio 1 

Lud. What I shall he murder him }— -{Aside.) — no, 
no, — Colonna ! 

The poor Vicentio 1— and be oftentime.s 
Cries, that he pities you 1 
Vic. He pities me 1 '' 

Lud. I own that some time I was inSdel 
To all the bombast vaunting of the king, 

But— X 

Vic, *Tis Evadne !— I have gazed upon it, 

In hope that with the glaring of mine eyes 
I might burn out the false and treacherous word— 
But, still 'tis there— no more— else will it turn ‘ 

My brain to a red furnace,- Look you, my lord— 
Thus as I rend the cursed evidence 
Of that vile woman’s falsehood — thus I cast 
My love into the winds, and as I tread 
Uj^Q the poisoned frt^ents pf the snake 
TW stings me into maostess, thus, Ludovico, 

Thus do I trample on heriSl 
Lud, Have you ne’er heai:^V 
For 'twas so widely scattered in tn^ voice 
Of common rcunour, that the very wind. 

If it blew fur for Florence— ^ 


Vh. 1 have heard '• 

Som^t^ispers, which 1 long had flung tv 
Whdjlm incredulous hatred firW my her 
AflSmw, this testimony has cobfijnred 
^Vmher circumstances in one hast hean 


away 

leatfc— 
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''Of damned certainty 1 — Farewell, my lord— 

(Crosses to ub.) 

Lud. Hear me, Vicentlo, 

Vengeance is left you still— the deadliest too 
That a false woman caa*be made to feel : 

Take her example— be not satisfied 
With casting her for ever from your heart. 

But to the place that she has forfeited. 

Exalt a lovelier than— but I perceive 
You are not in a mood to hear me now — ^ 

Some other time, Vicentio— and, meanwhile, 

Despite your first tempestuous suddenness. 

You will think that I but meant your honour well 
In this proceeding. 

Vic. I believe I owe you 
That sort of desperate gratitude, ray lord. 

The dving patient owes the barbarous knife. 

That delves in throes of mortal agony, 

And tears the rooted cancer from his heart I 

^ \Exeimt, L,». 

SCENE II.— ^ Room in Colonna’s Palace. 

Enter Evadnb, h.d. looking at a picture. 

Evad. Tis strange he comes not ! thro’ the city’s 
gates 

His panting courser passed befcye the'suo 
Had climbed to his meridian, yn be comes not !— 

Ah ! Vicentio, ‘ ‘ 

To know thee near mc^ei behold thee not. 

Is sadder than to tbipSmee far away ; 

For I bad rather thAt a thousand leagues 
or mountain ocofm should dissever us,* 

Than thine owimeart, Vicentio.— Sure, Vicentio, 

If thou didst know with what a pining gaze 
I feed mine eySB upon tHne ima^ h^e. 

Thou ^Nildj^ot now tfave thine Evadne’s love 
'So this same cold idols/ 7 . 
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Enter Olivia^ unperceivedf b. 

1 will swear 

That smile’s a false one, for it sweetly tells 
No tarrying iodi0erence. — Olivia 1 

Oliv. 1 have stolen utipercdved upon your hours 
Of lonely meditation, and surprised 
Your soft soliloquies to that fiuT face.>*- 
Nay, do not bluw— reserve that ros^ dawn 
For the soft pressure of Vicentio’s lips. 

Evad. You mock me, fair Olivia, —I confess 
That musing on my cold Vicentio’s absence, 

I quarrelled with the blameless ivory. 

OUv. He was compelled as soon as he arrived. 

To wait upon the great Ludovico; 

Meanvl^hile your soft, expecting moments flow 
In tender meditation on the face, 

You dare to gaze upon in ivtwy 
With Fonder aspect, than when you behold 
Its bright original ; for then ’tis meet 
Your pensive brows be bent upon tlie ground, 

And sighs as soft as zephyrs on the wave 
Should gently heave your heart. — Is it not so ? ' 

Nay, do not now rehearse your part, I pray ; — 

Reserve those downcast lookings for Vicentio ; 

That’s a fair picture— let me, if you dare 
Entrust the treasure to another’s hand, 

Let me look on it. 't. {Takes P^icentio's picture.) 
What a sweetness plays\ 

On those half'opened lips 1— He gazed on you 
When those bright eyes were^iisunted, 

Evad. You have got ' , 

A heart so free of care, that you- can'^ock 
Your pensive friend with such light merriment. 

But hark ! I hear a step. 

Olw. (^«^.) Now fortune aid me 
in her precipitation. 

IJSvml. It is himself 1— 

Olivia, he is coming.— Well I\mow 
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My Lord Vicentio hastens to mine eyes ! 

‘ The picture~pr’ythee give it back to me^ 

I must constrain you to it. 

Oliv. {Who has substituted the picture of the 
king.) It is in vain 

To struggle with you theii~^ith what a grasp 
You rend it from my hand, as if it were 
Vicentio that 1 bad stolen away. ^ 

{Gives her the king^s picture^ which Evadne 
places in her bosom.) 

I triumph ! — {Aside .) — He is coming — I must leave 
you, 

Nor interrupt the meeting of your hearts 
By my officious presence. [Bxit^ L,H« 

Evad. It is himself! 

Swiftly he passes through the colonnade, 

Oh 1 V icentio, ' 

Thy coming bears me joy as bright as e*er 
Beat thro* the heart of woman, that was made 
For suffeting, and for transport !— Ob, Vicentio 1 

Enter Vicentio, e.h. 

Are you then come at last ?~do I once more 
Behold my bosom's lord, whose tender sight 
Is necessary for my happiness 
As light for heaven ! — My lord l—Vioentio 1~ 

I blush to speak the transport in my heart, 

But I am rapt to see you* / 

Vic4 Dissembling woman ! {Aside.) 

Evad. How is this, my lord ? 

You look altered. 

Fic. But you ^ j not look altered— would you did ! 
l^t me peruse face where Jovelinesa 
Stays, like the/ij(ht after the sun is set. 

Sphered in th/ stillness of those heaven^blue eyes, 

The soul sits ^utiful ;|tbe high white front, 
SHiodtfl\as pi brow o^allas, seems a temple 
Sacred to*holy thinkiu 1 and those lips 
Wear the sweet smll^^ sleeping infancy, 
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They are so inaocent.— Oh ! Evadne, 

Thou art not aUered~would thou wert 1 
JEvad^ Vicentio, 

This strangeness I scarce hoped for4-^Say, Vicentio, 

Has any ill befallen you ?— I perceive 

I'hat its warm'^bloom hath parted froin your cheek, 

Ah me ! you are not well, Vicentio. 

Ftc. In sooth, I am not.— There is in my breast 
A wound that mocks all cure— no salve, nor anodyne, 
Nor medicinal herb, can e’er allay 
The festering of that agonizing wound 
You have driven into my heart 1 
Evad. I ? 

Etc, Why, Evadne, 

Why did you ever tell me that you loved me ? 

Why was I not in mercy spurned away, 

Scorned, like Ludovico? for unto him 
You dealt in honour, and despised his love : 

Butme you soothed and flattered— sighed and blushed — 
And smiled and wept, for you can weep ; (ewm now 
Your tears flow by volition, and ypur eyes 
Convenient fountains have begun to gush,) 

To stab me with a falsehood yet unknown 
In falsest woman’s perfidy ? 

Evad* Vicentio, 

Wbv am I thus accused ? What have I done ? 

Etc. Whatl — are you grown already an adept 
In cold dissimulation ? Have you stopped 
All access from your h^i^rt into your face ? 

Do vou not bjush ? 

Evad. 1 do, indeed, for yotn ! 

Fic. The king } 

Evad, The king ? v 

Come, come, confess at once,^^d wear it high 
Upon your towering forehead— swell yVur port— 
Away with this unseemly bashfulness» | 

That will be deemed a savageaess at court— 

Confront the talking of the bu^ world-\^ 

Tell them you are the mistress M the king, 

’Tellj^hem you are Colonna’s sistl^oo ; 
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^ut hark you, madam — prithee do not say 
You are Vicentio’s wife ! {Crosses to l.h.) 

' JEvad, Injurious man ! 

Ftc. The very winds from the four parts of heaven 
Blew it throughotlt the ^ity — 

Evad. And if angels 

Cried, trumpet-tongued, that I was false to you> 

You should not have believed it. — You forget 
Who dares to stain a woman’s honesty, 

Does her a wrong, as deadly as the brand 
He fears upon himself,— Go, go, Vicentio— - 
You are not what 1 deemed you !— Mistress ? fie ! 

Go, go, Vicentio ! let me not behold 
The man who has reviled me with a thought 
Dishonouring as that one!— to L.H.)“Oh ! 
Vicentio, , 

Do I deserve this of you ? 

Fic. If I had wronged ber'l— 

Evad, I will not descend 
To vindicate myself— dare to suspect me— 

My lord, / am to guess that you came here. 

To speak your soul’s revolt, and to demand 
Your plighted vows again.— If for this 
You tarry here, I freely give you back 
Your late repented faith— Farewell for ever ! 

{As she is going out^ l.h,) 

Fie. Evadne ! 

Evad, Well, my lord ?— 

Fic, Evadne, stay! — 

Evad, Vicentio! 

{PFith a look of reproaching remonstrance.) 
Fic, Let me look in thy face— 

Oh ! 'tis impossible 1 — was bemocked. 

And cheated by rtiat villain ! — nothing false 
Sure ever look^Uke thee, and yet wilt thou 
But swear / 

Evad. Whit should | swear 7^ 

Fi(^ Tbat/ou did n<#t 
-^BEtray'me the king/ 

Evad. Never!— / 
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Ftc. Nor e’er 
Didst write in love to him ! 

Evad. Oh I never, never !— I perceive, Vicentio, 
Some villain hath abused thy cradulous ear— 

Dut no !— 1 will not now inquire it of thee— 

When I am calmer— 1 must hence betimes. 

To chase these blots of sorrow from my face,— 

For if Colonna should behold me weep, 

So tenderly be loves me, that I fear 

His hot, tempestuous nature— Why, Vicentio, 

Do you still wron^ me with a wildered eye 
That sheds suspicion ? 

Fic. I now remember 
Another circumsmhee, laidovico 
Did tell me as I came— 1 do nbt see 
bly picture on her bosom. {Aside.) 

Evad. Well, Vicentio 

Fic. When I departed ifence, about your neck 
I hung my uictured likeness, which mine eyes, 

Made keen ny jealous vigilance, perchance 
Desire upon your breast. 

Evad. And, is that all i 
And ill such fond and petty circumstance 
Seek you suspicion’s nourishment ? — ^Vicentio, 

I must disclose my weakness — here, Vicentio, 

I have pillowed your dear image on a heart 
You should not have distrusted. 

(SAe draws the king’s picture from her bosom ) 
Here it is 

And now, my lord, suspect me, if you can. 

{Starting.) A horrid phantom, moie accursed 
than e’er 

Yet crossed the sleep of frepzy, stares upon me— 
Speak — speak at once— 

Or — let it blast thee too. 

Evad. Sure some dark spell. 

Some fearful witchery | 1 am struck to aJhes,— 
Amazeitien^ like the %htning*^give it 
(ind I will fix it in my very <^esV 
. C3asp it against my sight— 'Tis ibt Vicentio !— 
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Vic. It is the king !— 

Evad. Oh ! do not yield it faith,— 

‘Give not thy senses credence ! Oh, Vicentio, 

I am confounded, maddened, lost, Vicentio ! 

Some daemon paints it on the coloured air— 

^Tis not reality that stares upon me !— 

Oh ! hide it from my sight I~ 

Vic. Chance has betrayed thee, 

And saves my periled honour— Here, thou all fraud, 
Thou mass of painted perjury,— thou woman !— 

And now I have done with thee, and pray to heaven 
I ne’er may see thee^ more — But, hold !-^ 

Recall that wish aran— The time will come 
When 1 would look on thee— then, Evadne,then, 
When the world’s scorn is on thee, let me see 
Thee, old in youth, and bending ’neath the load 
Of sorrow, not of time — ther^let me see thee. 

And mayest thou, as I pass, lift up thy head 
But once from the sad earth, and then Evadne, 

Look down again for ever ! [Exity r, h. 

JS^ter CoLONNA, M.D. in time to see Vicentio gfj off. 

{Evadne at first not perceiving that he is goncy 
and recovering from her stupefaction.) 

Evad. I will swear— 

Give it back to me — Oh ! 1 am innocent ! 

{She rushes up to ColcTinay who advances to r.h. 
mistaking him for a moment for Vicentio.) 
By heaven, I am innocent ! 

Col. Who dares to doubt it, — 

Who knows thee of that noble family 
That cowardice in man, or wantonness 
In. woman never tarnished? — 

Evad. He is gone I — {Aside.) 

.Col. But how is this, Evadne ? In your face 
1 read a wilde^d air has ta’en the place 
Of placid/ty that used to shine 
1?or ever thy holy ^Countenance. 

Evad. Now, as I ynlue my Vicentio’s life— 
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Col. One of love’s summer cloudsi 1 doubt me 
sister, 

Hath floated o'er you, tho’ 'twere better far 
That it had left no rain drops,— What has happened i 
^ad. 'Iliere’s nothing has befallen, only — 

Col. What, only? 

Evad. I pray your pardon me — 1 must begone ! 
Col. Evadne, stay 1 let me behold you well — 

Why do you stand at distance ? nearer still, 

Evadne ! — 

Evad. Well? 

Col. Vicentio— 

Evad. ( Assuming m ejected lightness of manner.) 
Why, Colonna— • 

Think you that I’m without my sex’s arts. 

And did not practise all the torturings 
That make a woman’s triumph ? 

Col. ’Twas not well. 

I hoped thee raised above all artifice 
That makes thy sex but infancy matured. 

I wa^ at first inclined to follow him. 

And ask what this might mean ? 

Evad. Then he had told 
That 1 had played the tyrant.— Had you seen 
How like my peevish lap-dog he appeared 
Just beaten with a fan.— Ha ! ha ! Colonna, 

You will find us all alike. — Ha ! ha ! my heart 
Will break. {Bursts into tears.) 

Col. Farewell! 

Evad. What would you do 7 
Col, ^tft all the world 
Hold uHF slave, and hoard upon my head 
Its galhmd infamy — be all who bear 
Colonna’s name scorn-blighted — may disgrace 
Gnaw off all honour from my family, 

If I permit an injury to thee 
To 'scape Colonna’s vengeance 1— 

Evad, Hold, my brother 1 
^ill not leave thy sight 1 
* Cot. Then follow roe. 
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^id if thou art abandoned^ after all 
Vicentio's plighted faith^ thou shalt behold — 

By heavens, an emperor should not do thee wrong, 

Or if he did, tho^ I had a thousand lives, 

I had given them all to avf^nge thee. — I’ll inquire 
Unto this business; and if I find 
Thou hast lost a lover, I will give him proof, 

Tve my right arm, and thou thy brother still. 

[Exeunt^ r.h. 


END OE A<T II. 




ACT III. 

SCENE I , — A Street in Naples; — the front of OU^ 
via\^ House f rji.d.f* 

FMtir Ludovico and Vickntio, l.h. 

Lud, There Is Olivia's house! 

Vic. Thou hast resolved me. 

I thank thee for thy counsel, and at once 

‘ {Crosses to r.h.) 
Speed to its dreadful performance. 

{He raps r.ii.d.f. j 

Enter a Servant, r.h.d.f. 

'Bides the lady Olivia in her home? 

Serv. She does, my lord, [Exit^ r.h.d.f. 

V'ic. Farewell, Ludovico ! thou seest, my friend, 
•Papr such 1 ever hold thee, that I pass 
Somfe’ stream ot destiny. Thou sayest, Ludovico, 
To-nigiypessary foymy fame.* 
lessA— 

^.olonna’s Olivia you disperse 
•And lance yoa;at abroad did sully you, 

c 
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Of Laving given consent to play the cloak 
To the king's dalliance. 

Vic. Oh, speak of it 
No more, Ludovico — farewell, rny friend, 

I will obey your counsels . — [iEsit into Olivia's house. 

Lud. Fare you well. 

My passionate, obsequious instrument, 

Whom now I scorn so much, I scarcely let thee 
Reach to the dignity of being hated. 

Enter the King, l.h. disguised. 

King. My faithhil servant, my Ludovico ! 

Lud. Mv prince ) 1 did not hope to meet you here ! 
What, in tnis masqued attire, has made you veil 
The dazzling brightness of your royalty, 

And led you from your palace ? 

King. I have ta’en 

Concealment's wonted habit, to escape 
The hundred eyes of curiosity. 

And, wearied with the rotatory course 
Of dull unchanging pleasure, sought for thee. 

Shall she be mine, Ludovico i 
Lud. My liege, 

7 marvel not at the impatient throb 
Of restless expectation in your heart. 

And know, my liege, that not in vain I toil, 

To waft you to her bosom, for Vicentio 
Renounces her for ever ! and but moved 
By my wise counsels, hath already prayed 
The fair Olivia’s hand. 

King. How, my Ludovico, 

Didst thou accomplish it ? 

Lud. I turned to use 

The passion of Olivia ; while Rvadne traced 
A letter to Vicentio, suddenly ^ 

The news of his expected coming reacmed 
mg r panting breast, and in the rush oAjoy, 
pH^ished on her table did she leave 
^^Plpage of amorous wishes, which the cr 
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Or unperceived Olivia, haply seized, 

^ And bore unto my hand. — Vicentio^s name 
'Was drowned in hurried vocatives of love, 

As thus — My lord — my life — my soul,’^ — the which 
i made advantage of, andidfd persuade him 
’Twas written to your highness, — and with lights 
Caught from the very torch of truest love, 

1 fired the furies’ braods— 

King. My faithful I 
Liid. Then with your picture did Olivia work 
Suspicion into frenzy^wnen he came 
From your Evadne’s house, I threw myself. 

As if by fortune, in his path ; — urg^d 
His heated passions to my purposes, 

And bade him ask Olivia’s hand, to prove 
How much he scorned her falsehood. — ^Even now 
He makes his suit, for there Olivia dwells, 

And as you came, he entered. 

King. But wherein 

Will this promote the crowning of my love ? 

Lud. I said Colonna’s self should be the fifst 
To lead you to her arms — 

King. Thou didst, Ludovico, 

The which perform’d. I’ll give thee half my realm. 

{Crosses to r,h.) 

Lud. {Aside,) You shall give all ! 

King, Accomplish this, my friend. 

Thou art my great Apollo ! 

Lud, No, my liege. 

You shall be Jove, and in her arms to-night. 

Will taste more joys than the Olympian did 
Jn golden showers in Danae’s yielding heart — 

King. Ludovico, thou art as dear to me 
As thcf rich circle of my royalty. 

'Farewell, Ludovico, I shall expect 

Some 'speedy tidings from thee — fare thee well ! 

To-night, Ludovico. • \Exity R.H. 

^^^SfTTo-night, you perish ! 

Odonna’s dagger shall let out your blood, 

•And lance your wanton, and high-swelling veins.— 

c 2 
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That I should stoop to such an infamy ! 
Evddne here ' 


Enter EvA 0 Nr, l.h. 

Not for the king, but for myself I mean, 

A feast fit for the gods ! 

Evad. {With some My tord Ludovico — 

Lud. The beautiful Evadbi 1 
What would the brightest m<iJd of Italy 
Of her poor servant ^ 

Evad^ Sir, may I entieat 
Your knowledge where the Count Vicentio 
^Bides at this present instant > I have been informed 
He ’companied you here, 

Lud. It grieves me sore 
He hath done you so much wrong* 

Evad. What may you mean ? 

Lud. ’Tis talked of in tlie whispering gallery, 
Where envy holds her court : 

Who would have thought Viceniio’s heart was like 
A play-thing stuck with Cupid’s lightest plumes 
Thus to be tossed from one heart to another ^ 

Or rather, who had thought that you were made 
For such abandonment ? 

Evad. I scarce can guess— 

Lud I did not mean to touch so nice a wound. 

If you desire to learn wheie now be ’bides, 

I can inform you. 

Evad, Wheie, Ludovico^ 

Lud. Yonder, Evadne, in Olivia’s house. 

Evad. Olivia’s house? what would he theie? 

Lud. You know 

Vicentio and Olivia are to«da\ — 

Evad. My lord ? 

Lud. Are to be married — 

Event. Married, my lord ? 

Vicentio and Olivia to be married ? — 

Lud. I am sorry that it moves you thus — Evadne , 
Had I been used as that ingiate, be sure 
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1 ne’er had proved like him — I would not thus 
‘Hfive flung thee like a poppy from my heart, 

A drowsy sleep-provoking flower : — Evadne, 

1 had not thus deserted you ! r,h. 

^ Evad. Vicentio, • 

Olivia and Vicentio to be married? 

I heard it — yes — I am «|ure I did— Vicentio ! 
t)livia to be married !— ^nd Evadne, 

Whose heart was made ef adoration — 

Vicentio in her house ? there — underneath 
That woman*s roof — behind the door that looks 
To shut me out from hope. — I will myself — 

{Advancing y then checking herself,) 
I do not dare to do It — but he could not— 

He could not use me thus — ^he could not. — Ha ! 

Enter Vicentio, / row Olima's house^ r.h.d.f. 

Vic, Evadne here ? 

Evad, Would I had been born blind, 

Not to behold the fatal evidence 
Of my abandonment ! — ^Am I condemned 
Even by the ocular proof, to be made Sure 
That I'm a wretch for ever ! — 

Vic. {Advances u,H.) Does she come 
To bate me with reproaches ? or does she dare 
1 o think that she can angle rae again 
To the vile pool wherein she hieant to catch me ? 
ril pass her with the bitterness of scorn, 

Nor seem to know her present to my sight. 

{Crosses to l.h, andpasses Evadne,) 
Now I am at least revenged. {Goings l.h.) 

Evad. My lord, 1 pray you — 

My lord, I dare entreat — Vicentio — 

Vic. Who calls upon Vicentio? Was it you? 

What would you with him, for I bear the name. 

Evad. Sir, I — • 

]Vk. Go on. — ril taunt her to the quick, — {Aside.) 

Evad. My lord, I — 

Vic. I pray you speak — I cannot guess 
c3 
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By such wild broken phrase what you would have 
Of one who knows you not. 

Evad. Not know me ? 

Fic. No — 

Let me look in your face— <here is indeed 
Some faint resemblance to a countenance 
Once much fkmiUar to Vicentio*a^ eyeSj 
Bui 'tis a shadowy one she that t speak of 
Was full of virtues as the mi)ky way 
Upon a frozen night is thick with stars. 

She was as pure as an untasted fountain, 

Fresh as an April blossom, kind as love, 

And good as infants giving charity ' 

Such was Evadne fere you well I 
Evad. My lord, 

Is’t true what Fve beard ? — 

Fic. What have yosp heard ? 

Evad. Speak— ^are you to be married — let me hear 

Thank heav’n Fve strength to hear it. 

Fic. I scarce guess 

What interest you find in one that deems 
Himself a stranger to you. 

Evad* Sir— 

Fic. But if 

You aie indeed solicitous to learn 
Aught that imports me, learn that I to-day 
Have asked the fair Olivia’s hand, in place of one — 
Evad. You have bedewed with tears, and that 
henceforth 

Will feel no lack of tears, though they mSy fall 
From other eyes than yours, — So then, Vtcentio, 

Fame did not wrong you. — You are to be married ? — 
Fic. To one within whose heart as pure a fire. 

As in the shrine of Vesta long has burned. 

Not the coarse flame of a corrupted heart, 

To every worship dedicate alike, 

A false perfidious seeming. — 

Evad.* I implore you 

To spare your accusations, — I am come — 
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P'ic. Doubtless, to vindicate yourself. — 

Evad, Oh, no !— 

An angel now would vainly plead my cause 
Within Vicentio’s heart — therefore, my lord, 

. 1 have no intent to interAipt the rite 
That makes that lady yours 5 but I am come 
Thus breathless see me-^would to heav’n 

I could be tearless too l-^you will thinks perhaps, 

That 'gainst the trembltog fearfulness I sin, 

That best becomes ^ viroman, and that most 
Becomes a sad abandoned one. — 

Fic. Evadne— 

Evadne, you deceive yourself. 

Evad. I knew 
1 should encounter this — 

But I will endure it — ^nay, more, my lord, 

Hear all the vengeance I intejid* — 
yic. Go on.— • 

Evad. May you be happy with that happier maid 
That never could have loved you more than 1 do, 

But may deserve you belter! — ^May your days, 

Like a long stormless summer, glide away, 

And peace and trust be with you 1~. 

And when at last you close your gentle lives, 
Blameless as they were blessed, may you fall 
Into the grave as softly, as the leaves 
Of two sweet roses on an autumn eve. 

Beneath the soft sighs of the western wind, 

Drop to the earth together !— for myself — 

I will but pray — (Sobbing ^) — I will but pray, my lord. 
Fie. (Jlside,) I must begone, else she may soon 
regain 

A mastery o’er my nature. 

Evad. Oh, Vicentio, 

I see that 1 am doomed a trouble to you. 

I shall not long be so. 

There's but one trouble* I shall ever give 
T-s^any one again. I will but pray 
The maker or the lonely beds of peace 
To open one of his deep hollow ones, 

c 4 
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Where misery goes to sleep> and let me in j— 

If ever you chance to pass beside my grave, 

I am sure you’ll not r^use a little sigh, 

And if my friend, (1 still will call her so) 

My friend, Olivia, chide you^'pr’ythee tell her 
Not to be jealous of me in my grave. 

Vic. The picture } in your bosom^w^near your heart — 
There on the very swellings breast, 

The very shrine of chastity, ypE tEtSied 
A foul and cursed idol ! 

Evad. You did not give me time*— no—not a mo*- 
ment 

To think what villainy was wrought, to make me 
So hateful to your eyes.>-It is too late, 

You are Olivia's, I nave no cl&im to you — 

You have renounced roe — 

Vic. Come, confess— >;onfess — 

Evad. What then should I confess ? that you, that 
heaven, 

That all the world seem to conspire against me, 

And that 1 am accursed.— But let me hold — 

I waste me in the selfishness of woe. 

While life peirchance is periled. — Qh» Vicentio, 

Prithee avoid Colonna’s sight 1 
Vic. Evadne?— 

You do not think to frighten me with his name ? 

Evad. Vicentio, do not takeaway from me 
All that I’ve left to love in all the world ! 

Avoid Colonna’s sight to-day.— Vicentio, 

Only to-day avoid him, — ^I.will find 
Some way to reconcile him to my fate— 

I’ll lay the blame upon my hapless head !— 

Only to-day, Vicentio. 

Enter Colonna, r.h.s.e. 

Co/. (r.h.) Ha! niy sister!' 

S phere is thy dignity ? Where is the pride 
eet for Colonna’s sister ? — hence !— My lord — 

Vic, (i-.H.) What would you, sir ? 
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CoL Vour life ; — ^you are briefly answered, 

1 40ok here, sir,— To this Udy you preferred 
Your despicable love! Long did you woo. 

And when at last by constant adoration, 

Her sigh revealed th^tt y^ were heard, you gained 
Her brother’s cold assent. — Well thea~no more— 
For Tvc no patience'to repeat by cause 
The wrong that thod done her. It has reached 
Colon na’s ear that y<^ have abandoned her — 

It rings thro’ Naples, my good lord — now, mark me — 
1 am her brother— 
ric. Well— 

Evad. [In centre*) Forbear ! forbear 1 
I have no injury you should resent 
In such a fearful fashion, — I— my brother — 

I am sure I never uttered a complaint 
Heaved with one sigh, nor she 4 i a single tear. 

Look at me, good Colonna !— now, Colonna 
Can you discern a sorrow in my face ? 

I do not weep— I do not— look upon me — 

Why I can smile, Colonna. [Bursts into tear^*) 
Oh ! iiiy brother !— 

Ca)L You weep, Evadne! but Til mix your tears 
With a false villain’s blood.— If you have left 
A sense of aught that’s noble in you still— 

Vic, My lord, you do mistake, if you have hope 
Viccntio’s name was e’er designed to be 
The cloak of such vile purpose — 

CoL How? explain— 

I understand you not^ 

Evad. Forbear, Colonna 5 
Before your face, and in the face of heaven, 

I do resign him ; — I forgive him, 

And may heaven follow my example too ! 

CoL Rut I will not, Evadne. — I shall deal 
In'briefest phrase with you.— Is’t true, my lord. 

You have aLandooed her? 

Tic, Is’t true, my lord, 

That to the king — 

CoL Tlie king ? 

c 5 
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Vic. And could you think 
That I atn to be made an instrument 
For such a foul advancement ? do you think 
That I would turn my name into a cloak ? — 

Evad. Colonna, my dear brother. Oh, Viccntio ! 
My love, my Ufe, my— pardon me, my lord, 

I had forgot^! have no right tp uae 
Words that were once famil^M^ to boy lips : 

But, for heaven's sake, I do you here — 

Col. Sir, you said something, if I heard aright. 
Touching the king; — explfiun yourself, 

Vic* I will 1 

1 will not wed his mistress t 
Evad. {With reproach.) Oh, Vicentio! 

Col. ’Whom mean you, sir ? 

Vic. Look there 1 
Col. Evadnelha? 

Vic. Evadne 1 

Col. (Crosses to centre ^ and strikes him with his 
glove.) Here’s my answer 1 follow me ! 

Beyond the city's gates, I shall expect you. 

\^Exitf L.H. 

Evad, (Clinging to Vicentio^ who has his sword 
dratvnj and kneeling to him.) You s^hail not 
stir ! 

Vic. If from his heart I poured 
A sea of blood, it would not now content me. 

Insolent villain ! dost thou stay me back ? 

Away ! unloose me 1 

Evad. Olivia, hear me— listen, to my cry— 

It is thy husband's life that now I plead for; 

Save, oh, save him ! 

Vic* Then must I fling thee from me. — Now I am 
free, 

And swift as lightning on the whirlwind’s wings, 

1 rush to my revenge 1 [£dnr, l.h. 

Evad. (Who fallen Upon her knees in her 
struggle with Vicentio.) Oh ! my poor heah ! 
Cbfik not, thou struggling spirit, in my breast, 

JHH me, Olivia !— Olivia, hear me I 



OR, THE STATUE. 


35 


Enter Olivia, from her house ^ m.d. 

Oliv, (a.H.) Is’t .E^^dne calls 
Like one that with frantic energy 
In fire cries out fof Hfe? 

EvacL (l,h.) lay for life — 

Vicentio’s life — life — Olivia, 

I beg thee to preserve him ! 

Olhf, Whom dost tfilk of? 

Evad. You have power o’er him that I no more 
possess, 

Had he e^er loved me as he loves thee now, 

I had been stronger when around his neck 
I flung me to preserve him.— Oh, my friend ! 

Colonna, maddened at my i^iseries. 

And I confess that I am miserable, 

Hath vowed a horrid vengeance, and even now 
He smote Vicentio ! ' 

Oliv. Heaven ! 

Evad. I prithee, look not 
Misdoubtingly upon me — 

Hast thou not wings to save him ? 

Oliv. Thou art avenged, Evadne ! — ^To himself 
I dare not own it— but to thee reveal 
The vileness I have practised, 

Evad. Speak 1 

Oliv. In the wild rapturous tremor of thy joy, 

1 seized advantage of Vicentio’s coming, 

And placed within thine unsuspecting hand — 

Evad. That horrid image that appeared to fill 
My bosom with perdition, and did make me 
Unto myself so horrible — *twas you — 

It was my friend Olivia ! 

Oliv. I myself, 

Will to the king, andtid him send his power 
To interpose between them— thou, Evadne, 

Wilt speak my guilt. {Exit^ n.n. 


C6 
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Evad. Oh, my Vicentio ! 

I fly to save and comfort you ! [Exit, l.h, 

END OF ACT III. 


ACT 

SCENE l.—The Bay, and View of Naples. 

Enter Couinna and ViOBimo, l. h. with their swords 
drawn; — passing across to r.h. 

Col. Yonder, my lord, beside the cypress grove 
Fast by the church-yard— there's a place, methinks. 
Where we may 'scape the eye of observation. 

, Vic. I follow, sir — the neighbourhobd of the grave 
Will suit our purpose well, for you or I 
Must take its measure ere the sun be set. 

[Exeunt, r.h. 

Enter Ludovico, l.h.s.e. as they good". 

Lud. Ua! there they go!->-tbe furies, with their 
whips 

Of hissing serpents, lash you to your fate — 

My dull and passitmate fools— -you fall at last 
Into the pit I have dug for you— the grave.— 

You grasp the murdering hilt, while I, in thought, 
Already clench the glorious staff of empire. 

4 hate you both I — One of you has denounced me — * 
The other, robbed me of a woman’s love. 

They have already entered in the grove 
Of funeral cypress.— Now they are lost 
^mid the crowded trunks— and yet a moment 
mnd they will be about it 1— Now, Vicentio, 
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Thy fate is sealed. — Colonna’s arm — 
fla ! wb*o comes here ’ 

Evddne !— yes — my eyes deceive me not — 
’Twas happiest chance that led me to the field — 
She must be interrupted — let me think — 

1 have it. — 


Snhr Evadne, l.h. 

Evad. For heaveq’a sake, whoe’er you are, 

'I'eli me which way they passed — doth not this lead 
To the eastern gate of the city. — Ha ! Ludovico ! 

My lord, my lord — ^my brother, and Vicentio — 

Lud. I know it all— and 1 shall thank the fate 
That made Ludovico the^essenger 
Of such blest tidings to Evadne’s ear— 

Your brother and Vicentio. » 

Evad. Speak, my lord — 

For heaven's sake, speak ! 

Luid. They are secure — thank heaven. 

Their purpose b prevented. — 

Evad, Secure! 

My brother and Vicentio are secure. 

Eud. By providential circumstance, before 
Their purpose was accomplished, both weie seized, 
And all their furious passions are as hushed 
As the still waters of yon. peaceful bay. 

Evad. Ludovico, I cannot speak how much 
Thou has bound me to thee, by the holy sounds 
Thou hast breathed upon mine «ar! — But, tell me, sir. 
Where, howt, and when was this ? What blessed hand — 
Speak, my lord. 

Lud. 'Twas I ! 

'Evad. 'Twas you, Ludovico ? 

Lud. The same ! 

Hearing Olivia’s marriage with Vicentio, 

1 saw the dreadful issue*, and I flew 

With the strong arm of power to intercept them. 

Evad, ’Twas you, Ludovico — what shall I say ? 

I know not what to tell you.— But, hcav’n bless you ! 



EVADNE ; 

A thousand times heav’n bless you !— On my knees. 
And at your feet I thank you. (Kneels.) 

'' Lud. Beautiful Evadne 1 
Loveliest beneath the skies, where every thing 
Grows lovely as themselves— Nay do not bend 
Your eyes, and bide beneath these fleecy clouds 
Stais beaming as the evening one* oOf turn 
That cheek away, that, like a eordTOse, seems 
Besprankt with snow ! — nor stride to win from me 
Those hands, which he who formed the lily, formed 
With imitative whiteness — I will presume. 

For your dear sight hath made a madman of me. 

Top ress my rapture here— {Kmes her hand. ) 

Evad My lord, I own, 

That you surprise me, and I not bound 
By strenuous obligation, 1 should say, 

Perchance you did offend me — But I will not ! 

Accept my gratitude, and be you sure 

These thanks are from a warm and honest hearf. 

Farewell — I do forgive 

Lud. You fly me then 1 
Evad. I do not fly your presence, but I go 
To seek my brother's bosom— 

Lud. And Vicentio’s ! 

Evad. You would be merry, sir. 

Lud. I have not cause*~ 

Nor shall you, madam — You would fly me thus, 

To rush at once into my rivars arms— 

Nay, do not start — he well deserves the name— 

I know him by no other. 

Evad. Sir, I hope 

You will not revive a subject that has long 
Between us been forgotten. 

Lud. What I forgotten? 

I did not think to hear it — said you forgotten ? 

Nay, do not think you leave me — in return 
For such small service as I hai^e done to-day, 

I beg your audience — tell me what's forgotten ? 

I would hear it from your lips. 
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Evad. I did not mean— 

forgive, and let me go. , {Crosses to b.h.) 

Lud. What ? what forgotten ? 

Your heartlessness to the maddening power 
Of the tumultuous passions in m^ heart ! 

What ! what forgotten ? all the injuries 
You have cast upott ta; head — the stings of fire 
You have driven fiMp soul— my agonies, 

My tears, my suppUoatioQs, and the groans 
Of my indignant spirit !. I can hold 
My curbed soul no more^it rushes out ! 

What ? what forgotten ?— me — Ludovico ? 

Evad. I pray yod, my good lord, for heaven’s sake, 
hear me. 

Lud. What ! to behold him, like a pilferer. 

With his smooth face of meanless infancy, 

And his soft moulded body, steal away 
That feathered thing, thy heart. 

Evad. Ludovico, 

What may this sudden fury mean ?— you do 
But act these horrid passions to affright me ! 

For you to>day preserved him, did you not ? 

Did you not say you saved Vicentio ? 

Lud. 1 will permit you shortly to embrace liim — 

T will not long detain you from his arms — 

But you will find him grown as cold a lover 
As moonlight statues— his fond arms will hang 
In loosened idleness about your form, — 

And from those lips where you were wont t’imbibe 
The fiery respiration of the heart. 

You will touch the coldness of the unsunned snow. 
Without its purity. 

Evad. 1 now perceive 

What you would hint, my lord ; — doubtless you deem 
Vicentio hath preferred Olivia’s love ? 

Lud. If you can wake his heatt to love again. 

I’ll hold you for a sorceress— no, Evadne, 

You ne’er shall be Vicentio's — but mine ! 

Evad. Yours! 
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Lud» Mine ! — I have said it, and befoie to*night 
^ ril verify the prophecy. 

Evad. I know not 

What lies within the dark and^ horrid cave 
OF your imagination i but be sure 
I had rather clasp Vicentio dead— see 
That you recoil with passion. 

Lud* By the fires— ^ 

Down, down, my burning heas^l-^So you would 
rather 

Within Vicentio’s cold and mouldering shroud 
Warm into love, than on this beating heart ? 

But, be it so— you will have occasion soon 
To try the experiment— and then,Evadne, 

You will more aptly judge. 

Evad. Ha ! a strong glare, 

Like the last flash from sinking ships, has poured 
A horrid radiance on me — Ha ! Ludovico — 

Let it be frenzy that before my face 
Spreads out that sheet of blood — 

Lud. Well, my Evadne 

Evad, Daemon, hast thou mocked me ? 

Lud. Didst thou not scorn — didst thou not madden 
me ? 

Didst thou not — Ha ! {Seeing ColonWy crosses to r.h.) 
By heavens, it is himself 1— 

All is accomplished — and upon my front 
Methinks I clasp the round of royalty ! 

Already do 1 clasp thee in mine arms! — 

Evadne 1 — There — look there — Colonna comes, 

(Crosses to J..H.) 

And on that weapon flaming from af^ 

He bears the vengeance of Ludovico. l.h. 

Enter Colonna, r*h., with his sword bloody, 

Coh Evadne here 
Evadl My brother 
Col. Call me so — 
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tor I have proved myself to be thy brother. 

Look here 1— 

Evad. There’s blood upon it ! 

Col. And there should be. 

Evad. Thou hast— * 

Col. I have revehged thee ! 

Evad. Thou hast slain— 

Villain, thou hast sltiln Vicentio ? 

Col. I have revenged thee— 

For any wrong done to my single self, 

■I should, perhaps, repent me of the deed; 

But, for a wrong to thee-^Why dost thou look 
Up to the heavens with such a bewildered gaze ? 

Evad. To curse thee, and myself, and all the world ! 
Villain, thou hast slain Vicentio ! — thou hast slain him 
Who was as dear unto my frantic heart, 

As thou art horrible ! — and ’ti\ to me 
Thou comest to tell it too — ^thou comest to bear 
That weapon weltering with my lover’s blood, 

And stab these blasted eye-balls — Hide thee, villain ! 
Hide thee within the centre of the earth !— 

Thou art all made of blood— and to the sun 

Art grown detestable— ( Crosses to r.h.) — Vicentio 1 

My lord ! my bosom’s throb 1 — my pulse of life ! 

My soul ! my joy — my love 1— my all the world 1 
Vicentio ! Vicentio 1— (Crosses to l.h.) 

Col. Thy passionate grief 

Doth touch me more than it beseems mine honour. 
Evad. Strike that infernal weapon through my 
heart I 

Colouna, kill me ! 

Kill me, my brother I 
Col, Prithee, my Evadne, 

Letmie conduct thy grief to secresy— 

I must from hence prepare my speedy flight. 

For now my head is forfeit to the law ! 

Ekter Spalatro, ivith Officer and eight Guards^K.a. 
Spal. Behold him here. Sir, I am sorry for 
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The duty which mine office hath prescribed ! 

You are my prisoner. 

' CoL Sir, there is need 
Of little words to excuse you — I was talking 
Of speeding me from Naples/as you came. 

But I scarce grieve you interrupt rpy flight,— 

Here is my sword. 

Spal. You are doomed to deaj^ I 
Evad. To death ! 

SpaL The king himself, 

Hearing your combat with Vicenlio, 

Hath sworn, that who survived, shall by the axe — » 
CoL You speak before a woman— I was well 
Acquainted with my fate before you spoke it. 

Evad. Death ! must you die, Colonna ! must you 
die? 

Oh ! no— no — no ! noj^die, sir, — say not die — 

(Crossed to centre.) 

CoL Retire, my sister — sir, I follow you — 

Evad. Oh, not die, Colonna 1 nd Colonna, 

They shall not take thee from me I 
CoL My sweet sister ! 

I pray you, gentlemen, one moment more — 

This lady is my sister, and indeed 
Is now my only kin in all the world, 

And I must die for her sake— my sweet sister ! 

Evad. No, no, not die, my brother— Oh ! not die ! 
CoL Evadne I sweet Evadne ! Let me hear 

{Evadne becomes gradually insensible.) 
Thy voice before I go — I prithee, speak— 

That even in death I may remember me 
Of its sweet sounds, Evadne— She has fainted ! 

Sir, I have a prayer to you. — 

SpaL It shall be granted. 

CoL My palace is hard by — let some of these 
Good guardians of the law attend me thither. 

Evadne, for thy sake, I am ahnost loth 
To leave a world, the which, when 1 am gone 
TIJ'hou wilt find, I fear, a solitary one ! 

bearing Evadne^ and followed by Spalatro 
HIl and Guards^ l.h. 
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SCENE II.— ^ Prison. 


Enter Ludovico, r^h. meeting Spalatro, l,h. 

I Mil. Where Qolonna? — Not yet arrived ? 

SpaL Guarded he bore 
His sister to his from the which 

He will be soon led here. — 

Lud. Spalatro, as I passed, a rumour came, 
Colonna's sword had but halftone the work, 

And that Vicentio was not stabbed to death — 

If he still lives — but till I am sure of it, 

No need to speak my resolution,— 

Thou art his friend — 

Spal. Such I’m indeed accounted. 

But, save yourself, none doth deserve the name, 

Lud, Then, hie thee henc^ Spalatro, to inform me, 
If yet Vicentio breathes — {Spalatro crosses to r.h.)— 
and afterwards, 

ril make some trial of thy love to me. 

[Exit Spalatro^ r.h. 


Enter Colonna, Officer, and eight Guards ^ l.h, 

CoL Conduct me to my dungeon ! — I have parted 
Fjom all that bound my bosom to the world— 
Ludovico !— 

Lud. The same. 

Col. Come you, my lord, 

To swill with drunken thirst, the poor revenge 
That makes a little mind’s ignoble joy P 
Lud. Guards! 1 discharge Colonna from your cRre; 
He is no more your prisoner — Hence I 

[Exeunt Officer and Guards^ l.h. 

My lord, 

Such is the vengeance of Ludovico ! 

Col. What is a man doomed to the stroke of death 
To understand by this : 
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Lud. That I am his friend 
Who called me traitor ! 

^ Ck>l. Such 1 call you stilL 
JLud. Well then, I am a traitor. 

CoL There is here * 

A kind of marvellous honesty, my lord. 

Lud. In you "twaa nobleness to bear the chaige. 
And yet *twas glory to deserve it too. 

Your father was the tutor of the king, 

And loyalty is your inheritance— 

1 am not blind to such^xalted virtue, 

And I resolved to win Colonna^s heart, 

As hearts like his are won !— Unto the king 
Soon as Vicentio's fate had reached mine ear, 

1 hastened and implored your life. 

CoL My life !— 

Well, sir, my life ?— ^ {With indifference,) 

Lud. Upon my knees I fell. 

Nor can I speak the joy that in my heart — 

Leaped, when I heard him say, that thou sbouldst live. 

CoL 1 am loth to owe you gratitude, my lord, 

But, for my sister’s sake, whom I would not 
Leave unprotected on the earth, I thank you ! 

Lud, You have no cause to thank me; for, Colonna, 
He did pronounce your death, e’en as he said 
He gave you life, 

CoL 1 understand you not. 

Zdid, Your honour’s death, Colonna, which I hold 
The fountain of vitality. 

CoL Go on ! 

1 scarce did hear what did concern my life, 

But aught that touches honour — 

Lud. Ohl Colonna, 

I almost dread to tell thee ! 

CoL Prithee, speak ! 

You put me on the rack ! 

Lud. Wilt thou promise me,— 

1 will not ask thee to be calm, Colonna, — > 

Wilt promise me, that thou wilt not be mad ? 



OK, THE STATUE. 45 

Voh Whatever it be, I will contain myself. 

Yon sakrtwas something that concern'd mine honour, 
l^he honour of mine house — he did not dare 
"J'o say my blood should by a foul attaint 
iJe in my veins corrupftd ; from their height 
The mouldering banners of my family, 

Flung to the earth} the 'scutcheons of my fame 
Trod by dishonour*?; foot, and my great race 
Struck from the list of nobles ? 

Lud. No, Colon na, 

'*^^iuck from the list of inen ! — he dared to ask 
As a condition for thy life, (my tongue 
Doth falter as I speak it, and my heart 
Can scarcely heave) by heavens he dared to ask 
That, to his foul and impious clasp, thou shouldst 
Yield up thy sister — 

CoL Ha! 

Liid, The king doth set a piice 
Upon thy life, and 'tis thy sister's honour. 

Col. My sister ! 

Lud. Aye, thy sister ! 

Col. What I — ^my sister ! 

Lud. Yes 1 — your sister, sir, — Evadne 1 

Col. By yon heaven, 

'fho* he were born with immortality, 

1 will find some way to kill him 1 
My sister! 

Lud. Do not waste in idle wrath— 

Col. My fathers ! do you hear it in the tomb ? 

Do not your mouldering remnants of the earth 
Feci horrid animation in the grave, 

And strive to burst tlie ponderous sepulchre, 

And throw it off? — My sister! oh ! yon heavens ! 

Was this reserved for me ? for me !— the son 
Of that great man that tutored him in arms, 

Ahd loved him as myself ? — I know you wonder 
That tears are dropping from my flaming eye-lids ; 

But 'tis the streaming of a burning heart, 

And these are drops of fire — my sister ! 

Lud. Now — 
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Do you now call me traitor Do you think 
'Twas such a crime from oiF my country’s heart 
To fling tliis incubus of royalty ? — 

Am I a traitor ? is’t a sin, my lord. 

To think a dagger were of use ib Naples ? 

CoU Thou shalt nut touch a solitary hair 
Upon the villain*s head ! — his life is mine ; 

His heart is grown my property — ^Ludovico, 

None kills him but myself! — I will, this moment. 
Amid the assembled court, in face of day. 

Rush on the monster, and without a sword 
Tear him to pieces! — {Goings l.h.) 

Lud, Nay, Colonna, 

Within his court he might perchance escape you, — 

But, if you do incline to do a deed 

Antiquity would envy, — with the means 

He hath furnished you hjpiself! — He means, Colonna, 

[n your own house that you should hold to-night 

A glorious revelry, to celebrate 

Vour sovereign’s sacred presence 5 and so soon 

As all the guests are parted, you yourself 

Should lead your sister to him — 

CoL That I should 
Convert the palace of mine ancestors 
[nto a place of brothclry — myself ! — 

Fell me no more, I prithee^ if thou wouldst 
[ should be fit for death ! — 

Lud, In honour be 
\ Roman, an Italian in revenge. 

Waste not in idle or tempestuous sound 
Thy great resolve. The king intends to beat 
The hbnour of his presence to your house,-^ 

STay, hold ! — I’ll tell him you consent — he straight 
Will fall into the snare, and then, Colonna, 

Make offering of his blood to thy revenge ! 

Col. I thank thee for thy warning — ^tis well thought 
on — 

.’11 make my vengeance certain, and commend 
wisdom in the counselling. 

Then^ hie thee hence ! 
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Arid make meet preparation for the banquet. 

I'll straight return, and tell him you’re all joy 
'Irf the honour of his coming. 

Col, The rigourous muscles of my clenched hand 
Already feel impatience far the blow 
That strikes the crowned monster to the heart. 

[Exeunt; Col, r.h. 

ENP OP ACT IV. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I. — A vast hall in Colonna^s palace^ filled 
with statues, — The moon s^n^ms in through the 
gothic windows^ and appears^ fall upon the sta^ 
tues, A chamber-door at the hack. 

Enter Ludovico and the King, r.h.p. 

Lud. This is the way, my liege. Colonna bade me 
Conduct you to your chamber, while he went 
To seek the fair Evadne, and conduct 
Her soft reluctance to your highness’ arms. 

King. Ludovico, thou hast proved thyself to-day 
The genius of my happier destiny : 

Thee must I thank, for ’twas thy rarer wit 
Did guide me on to heaven. 

Lud. ril send you there. {Aside.) 

King. When first I heard Vicentio fell beneath 
The hot Colonna’s sword, I do confess 
It smote me sore, but now tis told abroad 
That he hath passed all peril. 

Lud. I am glad 

His death doth not conduct you to your joys — 
Vicentio bears a slight unharming wound. 

That sheds his blood, but perils not his life : 
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Bui let him pass — let not a thought of him 
Flit round the couch of love. 

King, Good night, my friend, 

5Vnd prithee, bid Colonna swiftly lead her 
To the expecting transports of my heart. 

Lud„ 1 will bid him s\ eed her coyness. 

King^ Hie thee, Ludovico, 

For every moment seems an age. 

[BsU into chamher^ m. 

Liid, An age ! 

For you, nor minute, hour, nor day, nor year, 

Nor age, shall shortly be. 

'Tis now the dead of night — ^That sounds to me 
Like an apt word, — for nature doth to me 
Shew like a giant corse. — ^'fhis mighty world, 

Its wide and highly-vaulted sepulchre, 

And yonder moon a tomb-lamp ! when the king 
Lies dead to boot, alHhtngs will then appear 
In a moic full proportion. — Ha ! be.comes ! 

My dull and unconscious instrument ! — Colonna 1 

Milter Colonna with a dagger^ r.h.d. 

Welcome, my friend, for such I dare to call you. — 
The Icing’s already to his bed retired, 

Where death will be his paramour. 

Co/. 1 have heard 

Vicentio was not wounded unto death — 

Would this weie sooner known ! 

Li(d. Why, my good lord ^ 

Col, Because the king would not have offered me 
Such an indignity, nor should I now 
Tread into murdei. 

Lud, Murder — I had hoped. 

You would not on the threshold of the deed 
Slay tottering thus— One would deem 
It was a deed of sin, and not of honour. 

That you had undertaken. 

Col. By you heaven, 

IjHIpnot stab him like a slave that^s hired 
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Tu be a blood-shedder ! I cannot clench 
This hand, accustomed to a soldier's sword. 

Around this treacherous hilt, and with the other 
Squeeze the choked spirit from the gasping throat — 
Then kneel upon his bos#m, and press out 
The last faint sigh of life ! Down, damned steel ’ 

Fit instrument for cowards — {Throws down the dag- 
ger near r.h.) — I will play 
A warrior’s part, and arm him for the fight — 

Give me thy sword, that I may put defence 
Into the tyrant’s hand, and nobly kill him. — 

Come forth ! {Going to d.i ) 

Lad. Hold, madman, hold ! — what wouldst thou 
do ? 

CoL Bravely encounter him — not take his life 
Like a mercenary stabber. 

Lud, Hast thou thought 
That he may be the victor too ? 

CoL My death 

W ill not be thought inglorious. 

Lud^ There’s some praise 
In falling by the hand of royalty ; 

But when you are laid within your sepulchre. 

And rot most honourably, then 1 fear me, 

A lesser shame will not liefall your house 
For all the graven marbles on your tomb ! 

Your sister — 

CoL Ha! 

Ltud, Your sister will not find. 

When you are dead, a bulwark in your grave, 

Where will she find a guardian arm — thine arm 
Will be the food of the consuming worm, 

While in the hot embraces of the king — 

Col.^ I did not think on that. 

Lud. But 1 perhaps mistake you all this while — 
You. had better thought upon the dignity 
He means your house. 

Col. You do not dare — 

Lud> 1 dare to tell you this~ 

Who can forgive such injury as thine, 

D 
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Hath half consented to it. — How is it 
The glorious resolve hath cooled within thee ? 

,.Hath any thing befallen that should have blown 
On the red iron of thy heated wrath, 

And steeped thee back to meekness ? — Was tlie touch 
Of his warm amorous hand, wherein he palmed 
Her struggling fingers, ice upon your rage ? 

When he did tread upon her yielding foot 
Beneath tlie cloth of gold 

CoL If I had seen it, 

He had not lived an instant ! 

LuiL When you turned. 

He flung his arms around, and on her cheek 
He pressed his ravenous lips ! — ’Sdeath, sir, consider — 
You pray the King of Naples to your roof,— 

Vou hail his coming in a feast tliat kings 
Could scarce exceed in glory — It is blown 
'J'hro’ all the city tl;;?^he sleeps to-night 
Within your sister’s bed 3 and, it is said. 

That you, yourself, have smoothed the pillow down. 

Col. Where is he } let me sec him who presumes 
To think the blasphemy. 

Lud. Behold him here ! 

I, sir — yes, 1 — Ludovico, dare think 
With every man in Naples, if the king 
Should leave your roof with life, that he has tasted 
The fruit he came to pluck. 

Col. No more — no more — 

He perishes, Ludovico ! 

Lud. That’s well— 

I am glad to see you pull into your heart 

( Crosses and takes up the dagger.) 
Its brave resolve again — and if there be 
Aught wanting to confirm thee, think, Colonna, 

Think that you give your country liberty, 

While you revenge yourself !— Go, my Colonna— 
Yonder’s the fated chamber — plunge the steel 

{Owes the dagger to Colonna.) 
iM o hi$ inmost heart, and let the blood 
lib largely. 
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VoL I’ll call to thee when it is done. 

Lud- Hark thee ! he’ll cry for life — and well 1 know 
The pleading for cxibtence may have power 
Upon thy noble nature — then^ Colonna, 

Drown every shriek with chaste Evadne’s name, 

And stab him as thou cricst it ! r.h.d. 

{Colonna advances toiuards the cJiamber-door in 
centre,) 

Col, I will do it! — 

{lie pushes the dooi\ and finds^from his agitated 
condition it is difficult to move.) 

I can scarce move the door — it will not yield ! 

It seems as if some mighty hand were laid 
Against it to repel me. 

(Hjice exclaiTniSy l.fuu.k.) Hold I 
Col. {Starting.) It was only 
My thought informed the air with ^oice around me — 
Why should 1 feel as if 1 walked ^ guilt 
And trod to common murder — he shall die 1 
Come then, enraging thought, into my breast 
And turn it into iron I 
{Voice^ ) Hold I 

Col. It shot 

With keen reality into mine ear. 

A figuie in the shadow of the moon. 

Moves slowly on my sight. 

What art thou ? 

Evadnb L.ii.u.E.y*rom behind the Statues. 

Evad. My brother ! 

Col. How, my sister 1 
Come you across my purpose ? 

Evad. From my chamber 
That to the great hail leads, I did behold you, 

In* dreadful converse with Ludovico. — 

Your looks at the banquet did unto my fears 
Forbode no blessed issue, for your smiles 
Seemed veils of death, and underneath your brows 

d2 
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I saw the silent furies — Oli, Colonna, — 

Thank heaven, the safety of Vicentio 
JIas given me power to watch your dangerous steps I 
What would you do ? 

Col, Get thee to rest. < 

Evad, Is that high front, Colon na, 

One to write Cam upon ? — Alas, Culonna, 

I did behold you with Ludovieo, 

By yonder moon, and 1 as soon had seen thee 
Commune with the great foe of all mankind — 

What wouldst thou do ? 

Col, Murder ! 

Evad, What else, Colonna, 

Couldst thou have learned from Ludovico ? 

Col, In yonder chamber lies the king — J go 
To stab him to the heart ! 

Evad, ^Tis nobly done ! 

I will not call him l^isfg— but guest, Colonna — 
Remember, you have called him here — remember 
You have pledged him in your father’s golden cup ; 

Have broken bread with him — the man, Colonna, 

Col, Who dares to set a price upon my life — 
What think’st thou ’twas ? 

Evad, I think there’s nought too dear 
To buy Colonna’s life. 

Col, ’Twas a vast price 
He asked me then — you were to pay it too — 

It was my Evadne’s honour. 

Evad, Ha ! 

Cot, He gives my life upon condition — Oh, my sister, 
I am ashamed to tell thee what he asked. 

Evad. What ! did he ? — 

CoL Thou dost understand me now ? — 

Now — if thou wilt, abide thee here, Et adne. 

Where thou mayest hear his groan. {Going in,) 

Evad. Forbear, Colonna ! 

For heaven’s sake, stay — this was the price he asked 
thee ? 

£y|||isked thee for thy life ?— My life ? — but, no — 
^n^tio lives, and 
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CoL {Aside.') How is this? She seems 
To bear too much of woman in her heart ; 

She trembles — yet slie does not shrink — her cheek 
Is not inflamed with anger, and her eye 
Darts not the lightning*! — 

Evad. Oh 1 my dearest brother, 

Let not this hand, this puie, this white fair hand, 

Be blotted o’er with blood. 

Col, {Aside,) Why, is it possible. 

She has ta'en the sinful wish into her heart ? 

By hensen, her piide is dazzled at the thought 
Of having this same purple villain kneel. 

And bend his crown before her — She’s a woman 
Evadne ! 

Evad, Well? 

CoL The king expects me to 
Conduct you to his chamber — Shall I do so I 

Evad. I prithee, be not angf^ 'it my prayer— 

But bid him come to me. 

CoL What ! bid him come to thee ? 

Evad. And leave me with him here. 

CoL What ! leave thee with him ? 

Evad, Yes — I implore it of thee — prithee, Colonna. 
Conduct my sovereign here. 

Col, Yes— 1 will try her — 

I know not what she means, but, hitherto, 

1 deemed her virtuous. If she fall, she dies, 
ril here conceal myself, and if in word 
She give consent. I’ll rush upon them both 
And strike one heart thro’ the other. — {Aside,) 

Evad. Send him to me. 

CoL There’s a wild purpose in her solemn eye — 

I know not if Tis sin, but I will make 
A terrible experiment. — (Aside,) — What, ho! 

My liege, I bear fulfilment of my promise — 

Colonna bears Evadne to your arms ! 

Enter the King from the chamber^ m*o. 

King, Colonna, my best friend, how shall 1 thank 
thee ? 
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But where is my Evadne ^ 

Col. There, my lord ! 

Colonna, I not only give thee life, 

But place thee near myself; henceforth thou wilt wear 
A nobler title in thy family, — ' 

And to thy great posterity we*ll send 
My g I anted dukedom. 

CoL Sir you honour me. 

My piescnce is no longer needed here. 

[Aside.) — \ word’s consent despatches them ! 

{Conceals himself behind the jnllais, ich.u.k.) 
King. My fair Evadne ! lay aside thy sad 
And diooping aspect in this hour of joy ! 

Stoop not thy head, that like a pale rose bends 
Upon its yielding stalk — thou hast no cause 
For such a soft aba^'liment, foi be sure 
I’ll place thee high in honour. 

Evad. (i.H.) sir! — 

King. (ii.Ei.) \ es I’ll exalt thee into dignity, 
Adorn thy name with titles — All my court 
bhall watch the movement of thy countenance, 

Riches and power shall wait upon thy smile, 

And in the lightest bending of thy brow 
Death and disgrace inhabit. 

Evad. And, my liege. 

That will inhabit my own heart 1 
Kn». My love! 

Come, my livadne — what a form is here ? 

The Miiaginers ol beauty did of old 
O’er thiec rich foims of sculptured excellence 
Scdttei the naked graces ; but the hand 
Of mnzhtier nature hath in thee combined 
All varied chaims together. 

Evnd. You were speaking 
Of scuiptuie, sir — I do remember me. 

You are deemed a worshipper of that high art, 

Heie, my lord, [Pointing to the statues.) 

Is matter lor your transports ! 
y KiU^. Fair Evadne I 

you not mean to mock me ? Not to gaze 
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On yonder lifeless marbles did I come 
To visit you to-night, but in the pure. 

And blue-veined alabaster of a breast, 

Richer than heaves the Parian that has wed 
The Florentine to imrmjrtality. 

Kvad. You deem me of a light capricious mood, 
But it were hard if, (woman as I am) 

I could not use my sex’s privilege — 

Tho’ I should ask you for yon orb of light, 

That shines so brightly, and so sadly there. 

And fills the ambient air with purity — 

Should you not fain, as ’tis the wont of those 
VVlio cheat a wayward child, to draw it down, 

And in the sheeted splendour of a stream 

To catch its shivering brightness ! — It is my pleasure 

Thai you should look upon these reverend forms, 

That kce|) the likeness of mine ancestry — 

I must enforce you to it ! — 

King, Wayward woman ! 

What arts docs she intend to captivate 
My soul more dee[)ly in her toils ? 

EvacL Behold! {Going to a statue^ a.n.s.i:.) 
The glorious founder of my family 1 
It is the great Rodolpho! — Charlemagne 
Did fix that sun upon his shield, to be 
His glory *s blazoned emblem ; fur at noon, 

When the astronomer cannot discern 
A spot upon the full-orbed disk of light, 

’ ris not iiiore bright than his immaculate name ! 
With what austere, and dignified regard 
He lifts the type of purity, and seems 
Indignantly to ask, if aught that springs 
From blood of his, shall dare to sully it 
WHh a vapour of the morning ! 

King, It is well ; 

His frown has been attempered in the lapse 
Of generations, to thy lovely smile. — 

I swear, he seems not of thy family. 

My fair Evadne, 1 confess, 1 hoped 
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] Another sort of entertainment here. 

Evad, Another of mine ancestois, my liege — 

, {Pointing to a statue^ l.ii.u k./ 

Guelfo the murderer ! 

King. The murderer ! 

I knew not that your family was stained 
.With the reproach of blood. 

Evad. We are not wont 
To blush, tho’ we may sorrow for his sin, 

If sin indeed it be. His castle walls 
Were circled by the siege of Saracens, — 

He had an only daughter whom he pii/ed 

Moie than you hold your diadem; but when 

He saw the fury of the intidels 

Huist through his shattered gates, and on his child 

Dishonour’s hand was lifted, with one blow 

He stiuck her to the heart, and with the other. 

He stretched himsel^ibeside her. 

King. Fair Evadne, 

T must no no more indulge you, else I fear 

You would scorn me for my patience; prithee, love. 

No more of this wild phantasy ! 

Evad. My liege, 

But one remains, and when you have looked upon it, 
And thus complied with my request, you will find me 
Submissive to )Our own. Look heie, my lord, — 
Know you this statue? 

{Pointing to a statue^ n.ii.s.h.) 
King. No, in sooth, I do not. 

Evad. Nay — look again — for I shall think but ill 
01 princely memories, it you can find 
Within the inmost chambers of your heait 
No image like to this — look at that smile — 

That smile, my liege — look at it ! 

King. It is your fathei ! 

Evad. {Breaking into exultation. ) 

Aye ! — 'tis Indeed my father ! — ’tis my good, 

Exalted, generous, and god-like father ! 

*^hose memory, though he had left his child 
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A naked, houseless roamer tlirough the world, 

Were an inheritance a princess might 
Be proud of for her dower ! 

Who was my father ? 

{TVith a proinl^ and conscious interrogatory .) 
Kinrr. One, whom I confess 
Of liigh and many virtues. 

Lvad. Is that all ? 

F will help your memory, and tell you first, 

That the late King of Naples looked among 
The noblest in his realm for that good man. 

To whom he might intrust your opening youth, 

And found him worthiest. In the eagle’s nest 
Early he placed you, and beside his wing 
You learned to mount to glory! Underneath 
His precious care you grew, and were once 
riioughl grateful for his service. His whole life 
Was given to your uses, and his ^l^ath — 

Hd ! do you start, my lord ? On Milan’s plain 
He fought beside you, and when he beheld 
\ sword thrust at your bosom, rushed — it pierced him ! 
He fell down at your feet, — he did, my lord 1 
He peiished to preserve you 1 — {Rushes to the statue.) 
— Breathless image, 

\ltho’ no heart doth beat within that breast, 

JO blood is in those veins, let me enclasp thee, 
f\nd feel thee at my bosom. — Now, sir, I am ready — 
Come and unloose these feeble arms, and take me \ — 
Aye, take me fioni this neck of senseless stone, — 

And to reward the father with the meet 
And wonted recompense that princes give — 

Make me jis foul as bloated pestilence. 

As black as darkest midnight, and as vHe 
As guilt and shame can make me. 

King^ She has smitten 
Compunction thro’ my soul 1 
Kvad. Approach, my lord ! 

Come in the midst of all mine ancestry, 

Come and unloose me from my father’s arms — 
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Coiriej if you dare, and in his daughter’s shame 
Reward him for the last drops of the blood 
Shed for his prince’s life ! — 

Kmg. Thou hast wrought 
A miracle upon thy prince’s heart, 

And lifted up a vestal lamp, to shew 
My soul its own deformity — my guilt! 

£vad. {Disengaging herself from ihe statue^ lla 
have you got a soul? — have you yet left, 

Prince as you are, one relic of a man ? 

JIave you a soul ? — he trembles— -he relents — - 
I read it in the glimmering of his face; 

And there’s a tear, the bui sting evidence 
Of nature’s holy working in the heart 1 
Oh, heav’n ! he weeps 1 my sovereign, my liege 
Heart ! do not burst in ecstacy too soon 1 
My brother ! my Colonna ! — hear me — hear 1 
In all the wildcring triumph of my soul, 

1 call upon thee ! 

{Turnings she perceives Colonna advancing fron 
among the statues^ r.h.u.k.) 

There he is — my brother ! 

CoL {In centre,) Let me behold thee, 

Let me compress thee here ! — Oh ! my dear sister ! 

A thousand times mine own 1 — 1 glory in thee, 

More than in all the heroes of my name 1 — 

1 overheard your converse, and methought 
It was a blessed spirit that had ta’en 
Thy heavenly form, to shew the wondering world 
How beautiful was virtue I — Sir, — {To the king. 

Evad. (l.h.) Colonna, 

There is your king ! 

CoL Thou hast made him so again ! 

Thy virtue hath re-crowned him — and I kneel 
His faithful subject here ! 

King, (r.u.) Arise, Colonna! 

You take tlie altitude that more befits 
The man who would have wrong'd you, but whosf 
heart, 
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Was by a seraph call’d again to heaven ! 

Forgive me ! 

, CoL Yes, with all my soul 1 do ! 

And I will give you proof how suddenly 
You are grown my Priivt;*e again. — Do not inquire 
What 1 intend, but let me lead you here 
Behind these statues. — 

{Places the king behind the statues^ r.h.u.e.) 
llet're, my best Evadne ! [Exit Evadne^ l.h. 

Hr ! Ludovico ! 

\V hat ho ! there ! — Here he comes ! 

Enter Ludovico, r.h.d. 


Ludovico, 

I have done the deed. — 

Lud, He is dead ? 

CoL Thro’ his heart 

E'en as thou badest me, did I driV« the steel, 

And as he cried foi life, Evadne’s name 
Drowned his last shriek ! 

Lud, So! 

CoL Why, Ludovico, 

Stand you thus rapt ? Why does your bosom heave 
In such wild tumult ? Why is it you place 
Your hand upon your front? What hath possessed 
you? 

Lud. {With a strong laugh of irony.) Fool ! 

CoL How is this ? 

Lud, So, thou hast slain the king? 

CoL I did but follow your advice, iny lord. 

Lud. Theiefore, I call ye — fool! — From the king's 
head 

Thou hast ta’en the crown, to place it on mine own ! 
Th'erefore I touched my front, for 1 did think 
That palpably, I felt the diadem 
Wreathing its golden round about my brow! 

But, by yon heaven, scarce do I feel more joy 
In climbing up to empire, than 1 do 
In knowing thee my dupe ! 
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CM. I know, my lord, 

You bade ]ne kill the king. 

Lud. And since thou hast slain him, 

^Cnow more — ’twas I that first within his heart 
Lighted impurity ; — 'twas I, Cplonna, — 

Hear it — ’twas I that did persuade the king 
To ask thy sister’s honour, as the price 
Of thine accorded life ! 

Col. You ? — 

Lud. Wouldst hear more? — 

To-morrow sees me king ! I have already 
Prepared three thousand of my followers 
To call me to the throne — and when I am there, 

Fll try thee for the murdering of the king, — 

And then — What ho, there ! Guards ! — then, my good 
lord, 

When the good trenchant axe hath struck away 
That dull, and passionate head of thine — What ho !— 

» 

Enter Officer and Eight Guards^ r.h.i), 

ril take the fair Evadne to mine arms. 

And thus — 

On yonder traitor seize ! — 

With sacrilegious hand he has ta’en away 
The consecrated life of majesty, 

And — 

The King comes forivard in centre^ r.h.u.b. 

What do I behold ? is not my sense 
# Mocked with this horrid vision ? 

That hath started up 
To make an idiot of me ; — is it not 
The vapour of the senses that has framed 
The only spectacle that ever yet 
Appalled Ludovico ? — 
mng. Behold thy king ! 

He lives ! — I am betrayed — but let me not 
HaV tx^tov to myself : — befriend me still 
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Thou guarding genius of Ludovico ! — 

My liege, my royal master^ do X see you 
Safe from the plots of yon accursed traitor ? 

And throwing thus myself around your knees 
Do I clasp reality i 
King. Traitor, arise ! 

Nor dare pollute my garment with a touch ! 

I know thee for a villain ! — Seize him, guards 1 
Lud. {Drawing his sword.) By this right arm^they* 
dare not — this right arm 
That to the battle oft hath led them on, 

Whose power to kill they know, but would not feel 
I am betrayed — but who will dare to leap 
Into the pit wherein the lion’s caught, 

And hug with him for death ? Not one of this 
VUe herd of trembling wretches ! 

{To the King.) Thou art meet alone to encounter me, 
And thus in the wild bravery of despair, 

I rush into thy life ! 

Col. {Intercepts and stabs him,. — Imdovico falls.) 
Lud- Colon na, thou hast conquered. 

Oh ! that I could, 

Like an expiring dragon, spit upon you !— 

That 1 could — thus I fling the drops of life 
In showers of poison on you-^May it fall 
Like Centaur^hlood, and fester you to madness ! 

Oh ! that I could — {He grasps his st^ord, and^ in an 
effort to rise, dies.) 

Enter Evadn£, l.h. and crosses to ColonnAi^ 
Evad. Oh ! my brother ! 

King. Titou hast a second time preserv’d thy prjince i 
Fair Evadne, 

We will repair our injuries to thee. 

And wait in all the pomp of royalty 
Upon the sacred day that giv^s thy heud 
To thy beloved Vicentio I 
Col. And the nuptials 


IB 



BVADNE ; OB, THE S. ATFE. 

ill at tbe pcdastal be solemnized 
our great father ! 

Evad^ And ever, as in this blest moment, may 
s guardian spirit, with celeUial love 
read its bright wings to shelter us from ill, 
ith nature's tenderest feelings looking down 
nignant on the fortunes of his child ! 


Disposition oj the Characters 'when the curiam fallh 



R.H. 


CURTAIN. 


EPfLOGVE, 


SPOKEN BY MRS, FAUCll. 


DitoF Sf KNT. — The Hall of I)ramati(f Statues, 


Sont hither hy our bard, no pleasant jaunt — 

Ineiiilopuc a timorous debutante, 

I ask your favour, like a prudent clf. 

One word for him, undone word for myself ! 

Cut off, like Crusoe, from the social walk, 

With no Man Friday to keep up the laljj 

I'rown'doii hy yonder monumental sages — (Panting to th< Drop,} 
In marble. Whal an audul thing the stage is ! 

Of Thespian bards yon Alpha and Omega, 

Frtun mighty Shakspeare down to Lope de ,Vega ; 

J^aeh shakes his awful curls, and seems to say,w^ 

Surely the author means to damn his pla}’^ ; 

Whal ! send an ac tress out, the town Cimplore, 

W’^lio never .spoke an epilogue before ! 
tHivia for Evnihie, — mighty clever! 

^Voman for woman ! that is new, however! ” 

Peace, ve monopolists, on marble shelves, 

Y on want to damn all statues but yourselves. 

Avaunt! “ I’ve caughtthe speaker’s eye” before ye, 

Kear-rauk, attention ! while 1 tell a story. 

^Pygmalicm once, to ape the turner’s trade, 

With curious labour carved an ivory maid, 

Hut as immortal grace each limb unfolds, 
flc glows with passion for the maid he moulds. 

And cries, (how vain were artists e’en in Greece) 

“ Come ! that's a statue ! that’s art’s masterpiece ! ” 

Long he adores her with a lover*$ mien, ^ 

And thus, at length, petitions beauty's (juec^ j 



n 

** 01 i> Venus, bid me taste uf Hymen’s bliss. 

And * bone of my hme* ni ikc yon uory nusi * 

Hush ’ foolish youth ’ ” (aside Ih ♦s Monms sun^.'' 

Leav( rvcll tilone' a statue has no touyur ’ " 

Vain WAS the hint , the eiUiest of the Giecks 
Repeats his vow, and gams the boon he «iccks 
n>e statue woke to life, with eager spring 
Tygm dion rhanged his chisel for a ring , ‘ 

,.11(1 as no parent livi d to thwart his plans. 

Of course no cross papaforkide the banns 

from that timi forth, unwarmui h' lijvti s bieatli 
Statue's, or bone, or stone, have slept m d( atli 
But if to night, \ou bid Evadn< tliri\ f , 

We hope to sec the miracle revive. 

To beauty’s (jueen the Grecian pound his v ou , 

Our poet bends to bcf^ity’s daughters uou , 

Ob ’ may they waken his diaiuain vv dc. 

And, smiling, w ana his statue into hfi ' 


Oxbcrry and Co. 
jjfwd, Pmytane 









